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Arietta held the horses while Wild cut 
the ranchman’s bonds. The herd of 
steers was getting dangerously close 
and threatened to trample them to 
death. 
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Young Wild West Rescuing a Ranchman 


OR, ARIETTA AND THE RENEGADE COWBOYS 


By AN OLD SCOUT 


CHAPTER I.—The Renegade Cowboys. 


The golden sun was just sinking below a grove 
of cotton-wood trees and already the hum of in- 
sects that continues all night in that portion of 
our land known as the Staked Plain, that takes 
in a part of New Mexico, as well as Texas, near 
the headwaters of the Concho River, could be 
heard. Seven horsemen, who, by their general 
appearance were cowboys, rode slowly along, 
talking and laughing as they went. Before them 
lay the cottonwoods, while behind them as far as 
the eye could reach lay an undulating stretch of 
prairie land. The river, which wound its way 
in snake-like fashion toward the woods, gleamed 
here and there with a reddish tint, but as the 
party neared the trees the God of Day appeared, 
and a red glow in the west was all that marked 
his late presence. By the time the cowboys 
reached the trees the bright tints of the clouds 
were fading away. Darkness was coming on rap- 
idly now. The leader of the cowboys was a man 
perhaps forty. His face was clean-shaven save 
that a short mustache adorned his upper lip, and 
the steely glitter in his gray eyes told plainly 
that he was one of the determined sort. A close 
observer might have noted that there was some- 
thing about him that suggested the sinister— 
cruelty, we might term it—and as he placed his 
hand to his forehead and looked backward over 
the trail they had been following the nod of 
satisfaction he gave might have indicated that 
he feared danger to come from that direction. 

“Can’t see anything, kin you, Bob?” one of the 
cowboys asked. i 

“No, not a sign of any one,” was the reply. “I 
reckon we're all right. It was a mighty neat 
job we done to-day, an’ all keepin’ on ther cattle 
range ther biggest part of ther time, we’ve man- 
aged ter cover our trail. It ain’t likely they 
know which way we went. Well, we’ve been put- 

nigh four hours in ther saddle now, an’ ther 
E part of ther time we’ve been ridin’ right 

hard. As night is comin’ on, an’ here’s a fine 
grove of cottonwoods right at hand, I reckon we'll 
go in camp an’ take a rest.” : 

“That’s what I call a mighty good idea,” one of 
the others spoke up, at the same time giving a 
nod of approval, “I reckon we’ve got enough 


grub with us for supper an’ breakfast, anyhow. 

ut, as you say, Bob, we ain’t goin’ very far. 
Ther chances are we'll be able ter strike out by 
to-morrow noon. Since we’ve joined together for 
ther purpose of raidin’ ther ranches hereabouts, 
it ain’t likely that we're goin’ ter starve. Ther 
only thing we’ve got ter do is to be careful that 
we don’t git ketched by some one. We know 
what that would mean well enough, I reckon.” 

“Yes, I reckon we know,” Jacket, the leader 
answered, with the vestige of a grin on his face. 
“If Job Williard could have his say about it we 
would all be strung up in a hurry. Job never 
did seem ter like me much, even after I got ther 
job of foreman on his ranch. That was one 
regson why I made up my mind to rob him. 
knowed who ter see about formin’ a band of 
renegade cowboys. Ha, ha, ha! I knowed you 
all, boys, but it took me nigh on ter two montht 
ter git yer all putty well. I wanted ter be sate 
isfied that you could be depended on afore I 
spoke ter yer about what I wanted ter do. I 
was plannin’ ter do this thing for a long time, 
an’ at last ther chance come. There ain’t a ranch- 
man or cowboy within a hundred miles of here 
as ain’t very bitter ag’in us. They call us rene- 
gade ’cause we all posed as good, honest fellers, 
an’ then took ther chance of stealin’ somethin’ 
afore we left our jobs. As far as I’m concerned, 
I want ter be called a renegade.” 

“So do I,” a man called Jimmy answered, 
quickly. “I’m proud of it, I am.” 

“Me, too,” another spoke up, and then the rest 
quickly expressed themselves the same way. 

“Job Williard only had seven hundred dollars 
in c&sh in ther house, but we’ve got it, boys. It 
seems as though there was jest that amount 
there so we would divide equally. It’s a hundred 
dollars apiece, boys, an’ with what. little we had 
afore we robbed ther ranch, I reckon we kin git 
along for a few days, anyhow. We ain’t got 
much flour an’ bacon with us, nor we ain’t got 
but a mighty little coffee; but we’ve got a five- 
gallon keg of good old tangle-foot, an’ that’s 
what counts in a game like this. There ain't 
nothin’ as makes a man feel like fightin’ any 
more than plenty of tanglefoot in his system.” 

“Ain’t it about time we had somé, Bob?” a tall, 
lanky fellow asked, with a grin. i 
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“Wo had a drink a little over an hour ago, so 
I reckon you kin wait till we go into camp. Come 
on. =’s find a good place right close to ther 
river, so ther horses kin eat ther grass they 
want an’ drink when they feel like it. Weve 
ot ter have water, too, yer know. Whisky ain’t 
or washin’ an’ cookin’ purposes.” : 

“There’s a good place right over there, Bob,” 


- Jimmy spoke up, suddenly, as he pointed to a low 
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spot close to the bank of the stream, where there 
was a high bank and the trees and bushes grew 
in profusion. 

“Yes, I'reckon that’s all right. Come on.” 

They all rode down the bank and dismounted. 

The keg of whiskey, as- well as some other 
things they had with them, were quickly untied 
from the animals and they were tethered close 
by. But being in a hollow, where they had tem- 
porarily located, for on the other side of the 
river the land was very flat for quite a long 
streich, any one coming from that direction would 
have no Cifficulty in seeing the camp from quite 
a long distance. But it was not that way that 
they expected danger to come from, so the vil- 
lainous cowboys made their preparations for sup- 
per. When the bacon was sizzling in the frying- 
pan, under the direction of the man called Jimmy, 
the tall, lanky individual stepped over to the 
leader, and after eyeing the keg upon which he 
was sitting for a moment in silence, said: 

“Now, then, Bob, how about a little tangle- 
foot jest for an appetizer afore supper, yer 
know.” : 

“All right, Cricket,” was the reply. “I don’t 
s'pose you kin wait any longer, so Pll jest draw 
off a jugful. Fetch that jug here. That holds 
half a gallon. I rackon that will be enough for us 
for ther night. We don’t jest know when we'll 
git a chance ter git any more of this prime stuff, 
so we’ve got ter sorter use it sparingly. I had 
my eye on that keg when Job Williand brought it 
to ther ranch ther day afore yisterday. I knowed 
putty well that he intended ter treat all ther 
boy when payday come, which was to-day, but 
he didn’t have time. While he was out on ther 
range ter pay off them what was lookin’ after 
ther cattle out there, we swooped down on ther 
house. But I got my money first, boys. Sixty- 
five dollars. Ha, ha, ha! That makes a hun- 
dred an’ sixty-five that I’ve got, anyhow.” 

“You’re better off than ther most of us,” and 
Cricket shrugged his shoulders and grinned. “I 
had ter sneak off afore payday come. I didn’t 
have a copper ter my name, either.” 

“Well, you’ll soon have a cool hundred, any- 
how, Cricket. Here, jest hold that jug steady 
now till I fill her up.” : 

It did not take long for the liquor to trickle 
from the keg into the jug, and when it was filled 
the rascally leader of the renegade cowboys put 
Lack the plug, driving it in securely. 

The men had tin cups, so he invited them to 
step forward and drink to the health of the 
organization he had formed for the purpose of 
raiding the ranches that lay in that territory and 
also-holding up any one they came upon and re- 
lieving them of their money and valuables. When 
all had drunk to the success of the band Bob 
Jacket again sat upon the keg and drew forth an 
old leather wallet. 

“Im goin’ ter be as good as my word, boys,” 


he said, as he opened it. “There was iest seven 
hundred dollars ter be found in. ther -house, 
which makes a hundred apiece. While vou, have 
elected me as your leader, I don’t consider that 
I’m entitled ter any more than ther rest of yer. 
I’m goin’ ter share an’ share alike to ther rest 
of you, every time we git hold of any money. 
Here yer are. The money is in tens, twenties an’ 
fifties, so it won’t take long ter count. it out.” 

He slowly counted out the money and each man 
received his share. Meanwhile the bacon was 
frying over the hot fire, while the coffee was 
boiling. It was not long before Jimmy called out. 
that supper was ready, and -showing that they 
were pretty hungry, ‘they made a rush to get 
their share of what there was to eat. By tne 
time they had finished it was quite dark. 

“I s'pose we’ll have ter keep ther fire burnin’ 
till it’s time to turn in,” observed Jimmy, looking 
around at the quantity of wood that lay there 
ready to-be burned. “I’ve done my share in git- 
tin’ ther supper, so I think that some of ther 
rest of yer might turn to an’ gather up enough 
wood ter last us.” 

The hint was quickly taken, and in less than 
ten minutes there was more than they would 
want to keep the fire going. Just as Jimmy got 
the fire fixed to his liking, the sounds made by 
approaching horses came to their ears rather 
faintly. 

“Who’s that, I wonder?” Jimmy cried, as he 
placed himself in a listening attitude. 

They all looked serious now, as they stood in 
the light of the brightly burning fire. Nearer 
came the sounds, and then they located them as 
coming from the other side of the river. At 
length they could see the outlines of a party of 
riders as they neared the bank of the river, which 
was not more than a hundred feet in width at 
that point. It was shallow, too, and they knew 
that it could easily be forded by a party. As the 
riders reached the edge of the stream they came 
to a halt. 

“Hello!” a voice called out. 

“Hello, yourself!” Bob Jacket answered, quick- 
ly. Then a horse suddenly entered the river 
and came across. = 

It was a splendid sorrel stallion, as the villains 
could see the moment they came within the radius 
of light sent out from the campfire. Upon the 
animal’s back was a dashing, handsome boy, at- 
tired in a fancy hunting suit of buckskin. A 
wealth of long, light chestnut hair hung over his 

shoulders, while upon his head a broad-brimmed 
sombrero was tipped in a graceful manner. 

“Just what I thought,” he said, and turning 
his head he called out to those waiting at the 
other side to come on over. “It’s a cowboy camp, 
all right. I reckon we’ll stop here with them, 
if they have no objections.” 

“We sartinly ain’t got no objections,” spoke up 
Bob Jacket, glancing at~ his companions in a 
peculiar sort of way. “You’re a stranger in 
these parts, young feller. 

“Well, not exactly, though I have not been over 
this ground for several months.” 

„The boy quickly dismounted, and waited for 
his companions to get across the little stream, 
As they finally appeared there the renegade cow- 
boys were surprised to see that three were fe- 
males, two of whom were nothing more than 
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young girls in their teens. The other was a 
young woman, and all three were unquestionably 
pretty. A boy about the same age as the dash- 
ing young fellow, a tall man with black hair and 
mustache, and two Chinamen, made up the rest 
of the party. The latter were in charge of two 
well-loaded pack-horses, and as Bob Jacket saw 
them he Sane e up his mind right away that there 
was a lot of plunder for them. 

“You have got tents with yer, I see,” he ob- 
served, as he walked over and surveyed the pack- 
horses. 

“Lat light,” one of the Chinamen answered, 
with a bland smile. “We allee samee velly well 
fixee, so be.” 

“Well, I’m glad ter meet yer all. We've been 
out all day lookin’ for some stray cattle, an’ we 
was so far away from ther ranch that we thought 
we would bunk in here ever night an’ strike out 
ther first thing in ther mornin’. You’re wel- 
come ter camp right here. To-morrow mornin’ 
we'll point out ther way to ther nearest ranch, 
if yer want ter git ter one.” 

“All right, my friends,” the boy who had first 
crossed the stream answered, as he looked at the 
man rather keenly. “While we are not par- 
ticular about reaching a ranch, of course we 
would be pleased to stop at one. What ranch do 
you fellows belong to?” 

“The Do Well Ranch,” Jacket answered, quick- 
ly. “Pm ther foreman over there.” 

*“Can’t say that I ever heard of such a ranch. 
Who owns it?” 

“A man by ther name of Job Williard. A 
mighty fine man, too.” 

“Weill, I never heard of him before, either. 
But I reckon we'll ride over and pay our re- 
spects to him in the morning. How far is the 
ranch from here?” 

“A good thirty miles.” 

The villainous leader of the renegade cowboys 
was doing a lot of thinking just then. It struck 
him that it might be just as well for him to go 
ahead and rob the strangers right now as to 
wait until later. 

“Say, young feller,” he said, suddenly, “kin 
you change .a twenty-dollar bill? Ther boys was 
jest thinkin’. of havin’ a little game of poker, an’ 
when we got paid off to-day we didn’t git much 
change.” 

“Certainly, I will change a twenty for you,” 
and the boy quickly produced a bag that con- 
tained a goodly supply of gold and silver coins. 

Jacket turned to his men who were standing 
in a group on his left and gave a nod. Then he 

- suddenly made a grab for the bag of money, at 
the same time whipping out his revolver. 

“T'll take charge of that coin, young feller,” he 
said, with a hoarse laugh. “You struck ther 
wrong place when you come here, ’cause we’re 
ther Renegade Cowboys, an’ were out after 
everything we kin git hold of in ther line of 
money.” 

His mén had taken the cue, and the strangers 
found themselves confronted by seven revolvers. 
But the boy did not let go the money-bag, just 
the same. He did not even appear to be much 
frightened. 

“I think you are making a mistake, my friend, = 
he said, coolly. “That money belongs to me.” 

“It did belong to you a little while ago. but it 
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belongs ter me now,” and as he spoke the leader 
of the villains made a flourish with his revolver. 

Spat! With lightning-like quickness the left 
fist of the boy shot forward and caught him 
squarely on the jaw. This action was so unex- 
pected by the rest of the gang that they in- 
voluntarily lowered their weapons. 

“Hands up, every one of you!” the boy called 
out, sharply. “Boys, shoot -the first man who 
does not obey!” 


CHAPTER II.—What Young Wild West and His 
Friends Did. 


Bob Jacket sat upon the ground and looked 
at the dashing boy in a dazed sort of way. His 
companions found themselves covered by the 
other boy and the tall man, who sat upon their 
horses as coolly as though it was only an ordinary 
occurrence. 

“You heard what Young Wild West told yer, 
didn’t yer?” a tall man with the long hair and 
mantacha asked, coyotes, or lead is goin’ ter 

y.’ 

That was quite enough. The six companions 
of Bob Jacket dropped their revolvers and raised 
their hands almost in unison. 

“Well, boys, I see you have got them,” said 
the dashing young. fellow who had so cleverly 
and quickly knocked the leader down with a 
blow from his fist. “Just keep them that way 
until I get through with this fellow. He made 
me spill some of my money.” 

The boy held a revolver in his left hand, though 
how he had drawn it so quickly none of the rene- 
gade cowboys could understand, and keeping its 
muzzle pointed toward the man on the ground, 
he coolly stooped and gathered up the coins that 
had been scattered about. When he had placed 
them back into the bag and deposited the same 
im his pocket, he gave Jacket a smart kick in the 
ribs and coolly said: 

“Now, then get up.” 

“Can’t you take a joke, young feller?” the 


rascal asked, as he quickly obeyed. “I was only 
foolin’ with yer. I made out I was goin’ ter 
take your money, jest ter see wh you’ would 


do. » 

“Well, you saw what I did, didn’t you?” and 
there was a twinkle in the dark eyes of the 
speaker. 

There was no reply to this, so again turning 
his attention to the leader, the boy continued. 

“Now, then, I want to tell you something. The 
moment I got within the light of your campfire 
I knew you were a scoundrel. That is why I was 
ready for you. I hardly thought you were poite 
to show your colors so quickly, though. I had 
an idea that you would permit us to stop here 
and wait, until you thought we were asleep be- 
fore you would attempt to rob us. But you 
started up your game right away, and now you 
see the result. This seems to be a pretty good 
place to camp for the night, so I reckon we'll 
stop here. But you fellows can’t stay here. I 
want you to get a move on you right away and 
vacate., Do you hear what I say?” 

“See here, kid,” spoke up Jimmy, who seemed 
to be more cool than any of the rest. “It ain’t 
hardly fair for von to drive us awav fram thi« 
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here place, jest ’cause one of your party wanted 
ter play a joke on yer. There’s plenty of room 
along ther, river for you to camp, so since we're 
here, I think yer oughter let us stay.” 

“What you think is one thing, and what I 
think is another. Now, then, I am going to give 
you just five minutes to get out of sight of this 
place. Move!” 

Jimmy said nothing. further, but promptly 
started for the horses that were tethered close 
at hand. 

“Don’t take the risk of firing a shot at us as 
you leave,” cautioned the boy, a smile showing 
on his handsome face. “If you do you might 
miss, and then you would surely drop.” 

The rest now started after Jimmy. 

“Hold on!” came the stern command. “I 
reckon you had better take what belongs to you 
along. We don’t want anything you have here. 
There’s a frying-pan and some other things.” 

“And um bigee keg of-tanglefoot, too, Misler 
Wild,” spoke up one of the Chinamen, as he 
looked at the keg with a certain degree of fond- 


ne 

“Well, I don’t know what the keg contains, 
Hop,” the boy answered, “but I have an idea 
there might be whisky in its. If there is I will 
soon empty it.” 

The words were scarcely out of his mouth when 
he fired three shots at the keg. Then three 
streams of liquid could be seen running through 
the bullet-holes. None of the villains made a 
move to put up a fight, but quickly gathered up 
their belongings and walked over to their horses. 


. They were watched closely by the two boys 


and the man who had succeeded in getting the 
best of them, and not until they had mounted 
their bronchos was anything further said. Then 


‘Jimmy turned half around in the saddle and 


asked: 

“Who are you, kid? I may want ter remem- 
ber your name for some purpose or other.” 

“All right; if that’s the case I will tell you. 
My name is Young Wild West. The two who 
helped me out just now are my partners, Chey- 
enne Charlie, the ex-government scout, and Jim 
Dart, a chum of mine who hails from Wyoming. 
If you wouid like to know who the rest are I 
will tell you.” 

“Well, go ahead an’ tell mé, then. I always 
was an inquisitive-sort of galoot. You have got 
ther best of us, of course, so we’ve got, ter do 
as you say. But maybe welll meet again.’ 

“Oh, I think we will, for I can judge you 
fellows pretty well. You seem to be a pretty 
cool hand, and I certainly shall remember. you. 
What is your name?” 

“Me handle is Jimmy, an” I’m proud ter say 
that I’m one of ther Cowboy Renegades avhat’s 
doin’ business around this here section. Now, 
then, go on an’ tell us ther names of ther gals, 
as you said you would.” 

“All right, Pll do that quick enough. The 
young lady on the white mustang is Miss Arietta 
Murdock. I am proud to say that she is my 
sweetheart. The elder of, the other two is Mrs. 
Anna Watson, the wife of Cheyenne Charlie, who 
is the gentleman with the mustache. The other 
young lady is Miss Eloise Gardner, who happens 
to be the sweetheart of Jim Dart, my other part- 
ner. But that is not all. You have no doubt 
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noticed that one of our Chinamen is helping | 
himself to your whisky. His name is Hop Wah, 
and he is one of the cleverest of his race. If 
I cared about doing so I would let him perform 
a few feats of magic for you, for he is certainly 
a real professor in that art. The other China- 
man is: his brother, whose name is Wing Wah. 
He is our cook, and a quiet, inoffensive sort of 
chap he is. Now, then, I reckon you know us. 
all pretty well. Do you ‘think you can remember 
what I have told you, Jimmy?” 

“I reckon I’ll remember enough.” 

“Keep still!” exclaimed Bob Jacket. “What 
do yer want ter be so talkative for, Jimmy? Let 
things go as they are. You have gone an’ said 
a whole lot too much already.” ; 

“Well, what do we care,” Jimmy retorted, hot- 
ly. “We may as well let ’em know who we are, 
’cause they’ll find out, anyhow, when they git 
over to ther Do Well Ranch. Don’t you s’pose 
Job Willard will tell ’em how we robbed him 
oi his money?” 

“Shet up,” the leader fairly shouted. “What 
do yer want ter admit all that for? Job Wil- 
pate dant know for a fact who it was as robbed 

jm.” 


Young Wild West was greatly interested in all 
this, and as the villains were about to ride away 
he called out, suddenly: 

“Just wait a minute!” 

Not only his partners held revolvers now, but 
the three girls of the party also. 

“Keep them covered, girls,” said Young Wild 
West, without taking his eyes from the man 
called Jimmy, “I am going to let Hop collect 
the money they stole from the ranchman. One: 
of them has told us enough to warrant it, I~ 
think.” 

“We didn’t steal a dollar from no one!” cried 
Bob Jacket, at the same time looking angrily at 
the man who had given the thing away. 

“I don’t believe what you say. Now, then, I 
want you to shell out, and be quick about it. 
My finger is itching to press the trigger, and if 
my gun happens to go off it will be your last 
moment on earth. I never miss when I fire a 
shot.” E 

“I told yer I didn’t steal anything,” protested 
Jacket. 

“I told you that you did. Now, then, I’ll give 
you just two minutes to shell out the stolen 
money.’ 

The leader looked at his men in a helpless sort 
of fashion. But there seemed to be no help for 
it, for none of them showed the least sign of 
putting up a fight. The boy’s two partners and 
the three girls were so close to them that they 
could see the muzzles of the deadly revolvers 
within a few inches of their faces. 

“Jimmy,” said the boy, turning his atttenion to 
that villain, “I reckon I'll take a piece from your 
left ear. You seem to be about as spunky as 
anyone in the gang, and if I take a shot at you 
I will mark you so I will know you again. Just 
turn your head a little to the left.” 

“Don’t shoot!” cried the villain, losing his 
nerve right away. 

“Move your ae a little to the left, I seit a 

While the villain hesitated the boy’s aao 
spoke with a spiteful crack. 
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- “Ow, ow! Murder!” roared the wretch, clap- 
ping his hand to the side of his head. 

~ Blood was trickling from his ear, and when 
he felt it upon his fingers he let out a series of 
yells that awoke the echoes. 

“Shut up!” commanded the boy, his eyes flash- 
ing. “Let out one more yell and I will put the 
finishing touch to you.” 

“Don’t shoot again, kid, don’t! Please don’t!” 

“All right. You tell me how much money you 
stole from ther ranchman you spoke of a little 
while ago, then.” z 

“Jest seven hundred dollars.” ` . 
“All right, then. 
and we will take it over to the ranchman in the 


morning. Let me see,” and he again looked at 
Jimmy. “What did you say your victim’s_ name 
was?” 


“Job Williard, of ther Do Well Ranch, which 
is about thirty miles to ther northeast of here.” 

“Oh; all right. I reckon you're telling the 
truth. Go ahead, Hop.” 

He went to Bob Jacket first, and a hundred 
dollars was given to him as soon as the villain 
could separate it from what other money he 
had in his possession. Then Hop turned to the 
next and got his share of the stolen money. The 
third man was Jimmy, who had it right in his 
hand. The Chinaman did not stop until he had 
gone to all of them, and then he stepped closer 
to the right of the fire and counted the money. 

“Allee samee seven hundled dollee, Misler 
Wild,” he observed. 

“All right, Hop. -I réckon we’ll let it go at 
that. This fellow may have been lying some, 
but I have reason to believe that he was not. 
Now, then, you sneaking coyotes, turn your 
horses and ride as though a sheriff was after 


you. Light out!” 
Bob Jacket was the first to urge his horse 
forward. Away he went like the wind. The 


rest galloped after him, following a sort of trail 
that ran almost parallel With the river. Young 
Wild West and his companions watched them 
until they had disappeared in the darkness. 


_- “Well, that’s what I call pretty good,” said the 


oy, shrugging his shoulders and nodding his 
ek “Who ee have thought that we- would 
have struck a gang like this? When we saw 
the light from the fire we all thought we had 
struck a party of cowboys, but it turned out 
that they were renegade cowboys, as one of them 
took pains to beast about. I reckon we'll find a 
little work to do in these parts.” 

“An’ I’m blamed glad of it, Wild,” Cheyenne 
Charlie answered, with a smile. “It’s been putty 
tame ther last two or three days. Als we’ve 
had ter do is ter shoot ther game we come across 
an’ ride along without meetin’ a bad white man 
or an Injun.” 

“Well, Charlie, you just see to it that Hop and 
Wing put up the tents in a suitable place. Jim 


_ and the girls will lend their assistance, of course. 


I-am going to follow those fellows-to see how 
far they go before they stop.” ; 

The young deadshot, as Young Wild West was 
familiarly known, started his sorrel stallion for- 


~- ward and was soon following the trail taken by 


the Cowboy Renegades. His companions went 
right at work, just as though nothing had hap- 


~ pened at all to disturb them. The two Chinamen 


Hop. just collect the money, 
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had been in the employ of Young Wild West and 
his friends so long that they had a systematic 
way of doing things, and in much less time 
than one would think it possible they had erected 
two tents, one for the male members of the party 
and the other, a smaller one, for the girls. More 
wood was thrown upon the fire, and as Cheyenne 
Charlie threw on a couple of sticks himself, he 
gave a chuckle and said: x 

“Them galoots was mighty kind in havin’ 
things all ready for us. Well, there’s nothin’ 
like havin’ folks ter fix up things for your com- 
fort. Wow! but wasn’t they a scared lot!” 

They kept on talking over what they called a 
mere incident for perhaps ten minutes, and then 
they heard their dashing young leader returning. 

“Did yer overtake ‘em, Wild?” Cheyenne Char- 
lie asked, as the boy rode up and dismounted. 

“Yes. They stooped a little over a mile fur- 
ther down the river. I stopped, too, but I crept 
forward and heard them say enough to make 
me understand that they will be back before 
the night has passed. They are a very angry 
lot, I ‘must say.” 

“Well, let ’em come. I reckon they'll get more 
than they’re lookin’ for, if they do.” 

“They certainly will, Charlie. Now, then, sup- 
pose we have a little supper. I, for one, am 
pretty hungry, since I haven’t eaten a mouthful 
since a little before one o’clock to-day.” 

The supper was soon ready, and then they all 
sat down and enjoyed it fust as though there 
was not an enemy within a hundred miles of the 
camp. They had just. about finished the meal 
when the clatter of hoofs was heard. The next 
minute-a band of perhaps a dozen horsemen 
dashed up into the light of the fire. 


CHAPTER III.—Our Friends Start for the Do 
Well Ranch. 


The Renegade Cowboys had made a mistake 
when they thought Job Williard, the ranchman 
they had robbed, would not be able to find their 
trail very soon. It happened that Williard re- 
turned to the house less than half an hour after 
the robbery was committed. When he entered 
and found ‘his wife and the woman who helped 
her with the housework bound and gagged he 
was astounded. But he was not long in liberat- 
ing them, and then he learned how Bob Jacket, 
his foreman, with six other cowboys, had entered 
the house unexpectedly and surprised the two 
women. Williard was a brave man who had 
fought his way up to a prosperous ranch owner 
from a homeless boy who had drifted to Texas 
and started in to work with a will. 

While he had never liked the man he employed 
as foreman, he had been unable_to find anything 
wrong about him, and as Jacket had filled the 

osition very well, he had allowed him to remain. 
t happened that in the renegade band there 
was no one belonging to the Do Well Ranch but 
Bob Jacket. After he had listened to the story 
Williard cooled down somewhat, but with a grim 
nod of determination, he said: 7 : 

“Well, I reckon Fl git as many of ther boys 
together as I kin an’ start after ’em. It’s only 
seven hundred dollars they took, but that’s a 


i 
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whole lot jest now, since I’ve used up all ther 
cash I had ter pay off ther mortgage. I want 
that money, an’ you kin bet I’m goin’ ter git 
it back, too.” 5 


He soon left the house, and it was not long 
before he had gathered ten of the cowboys who 
happened to be in just then, together. When 


they heard of the robbery the cowboys were 
eager to get after the thieves, as might be sup- 
posed. Williard, as well as some of the cowboys, 
was clever at following a trail, so it was not 
long before they struck the fresh tracks of the 
Renegade Cowboys, and then they rode hard 
to overtake them. On they rode, and finally they 
neared the high bank that ran along the Concho 
river at that point. They kept on at a gallop, 
and the first thing they knew a brightly burning 
campfire suddenly appeared before them. At 
first Job Williard thought he had come upon the 
robbers. but when he. saw there were females 
in the camp he knew right away that he was 
mistaken. 

“Hello, strangers!” 

It was Young Wild West who spoke, and as 
he stepped before the cowboys who had come to 
a halt, they all had a good chance to look at his 
handsome face’ and figure in the firelight. 

“Hello, boy!” the ranchman answered. 
sorter surprised me to find a camp here. 
been followin’ a gang of thieves what robbed 
my ranch to-day. Ther trail led straight here, it 
seems.” % 

“You’re right on that, because we met the 
scoundrels a little while ago. I suppose you are 
Job Williard, of the Do Well Ranch?” 

“That’s who I am, boy. But where is them 
galoots now?” 

“Not more than a mile from here. Just take 
it easy and give your horses a rest, and then 
you will be able to get them.” 

“Git off your horses, boys, an’ we'll give ’em 
a rest. I’m goin’ ter do jest what this young 
feller says,” said the ranchman. 

“I am glad to meet you, Mr. Williard,” Wild 
said, as he put out his hand and shook with 
him. “I suppose you think it rather strange to 
see us camped here, especially with girls in the 
party. But I assure you that we are comfort- 
ably situated, and we are used to this sort of 
thing. Pd better introduce myself to you, so I 
will tell you that my name is Young Wild West.” 

“Git out!” exclaimed Williard, his eyes open- 
ing wide. “Why, I’ve heard of you, Young Wild 
West.” 

“Probably you have. 
detriment, though.” 

“Nothin’ but good, you kin bet. So you’re 
Young Wild West, ther champion deadshot, are 
yer?” : 

“Well, that’s what some folks call me. PI 
admit that I am a pretty good shot with a re- 
volver or a rifle, and I am always ready to shoot, 
whether it is for fun or fair.” 

The cowboys pressed around the young dead- 
shot and looked at him in admiration. No doubt 
all of them had heard of him, for his fame had 
certainly reached over the entire region that was 
called the Wild West. Wild was not long in in- 
troducing his partners and the girls. They talked 
talked for five minutes, and then Wild nodded 
to the ranchman, and said: 


I hope nothing to my 


Now, Mr. Williard, if you are ready I’ll show 
you where the gang you’re in search of are lo- 
cated. But I forgot something. They stole seven 
hundred dollars from your house, I hear.” 

“Yes, it was just that amount,” Williard re- 
torted. 

“Well, I have the money. You see, I made 
them fork it over.” ` 

“Yer did!” 

The ranchman looked very much surprised as 
he spoke. 

“Yes, and I did it easily.” 

Then the boy related what had happened when 
he crossed the stream with his companions and 
first met the Renegade Cowboys. Williard and 
his cowboys listened ‘in astonishment. 

“An’ you got ther best of ’em after they had 
ther drop on all of yer, too!” he exclaimed. 

“Yes, but that was not difficult. You see, they 
were not dreaming of such a thing that we would 
turn on them so quickly. Probably they thought 
that we would come back and beg for our lives 
to be spared. But that is not the way we do 
business, eh, boys?” 

“You kin bet your life it ain’t,” Cheyenne 
Charlie declared, while Jim Dart quickly added: 
: “We never did anything like that yet, any- 
10W.” 

“Well, well! This is what I call an amazin’ 
story, ain’t it, boys?” the ranchman said, turn- 
ing to the cowboys. 

“It sartinly are, boss,” the one called Jacko 
answered. 

“Well, come on,” said Wild. “I will get my 
horse and we will ride down the stream a ways. 
When the Renegade Cowboys, as they called 
themselves, and seem to be proud of the name, 
left there they only went about a mile away. I 
followed them and crept up close to them after 
theyhad halted. I heard them say that they 
were coming back here to clean us out some time 
during the night: But ‘I reckon the best thing 
to do now is to corral them.” 

„The young déadshot was not Jong in getting 
his sorrel stallion ready, and mounting, he nod- 
ded for the ranchman and the cowboys to follow 
him. Charlie and Jim made no move to accom- 
pany our hero, for since he had not said anything 
to that effect, they knew that probably they 
were not wanted. Wild rode on slowly, talking 
in low tones with the ranchman until they were 
getting too close to the spot where he had seen 
the villains to keep up a conversation. He knew 
just the exact spot where he had halted before, 
so when this was reached he passed the word 
for all hands to dismount, and then they started 
forward on foot, treading their way in a cau- 
tious manner. It was not long before the boy 
was able to see the exact spot. where the rene- 
gades had halted. But they were not there now. 

Whether or not they had got wind of the 
fact that they were being pursued could not be 
said, but anyhow, they had vanished. He walk- 
ed from behind the clump cf trees where he had 
stepped to take a look, and after satisfying him- 
self that there were none of the villains about, 
he told his companions to go and’ get their horses. 
He followed them, and when they all mounted, 
he said: € 5 ee 

“Weil, Mr. Williard, I hardly think it is neces- 
sary for me to go on with you just now. I have 
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an idea that you won’t be able to catch the 
scoundrels to-night, anyhow. But if you see fit, 
vou can take the trail, if you are able to find it 
in the dark.” 

“Oh, we'll keep right on after em,” declared 
the ranchman, who, though he had the money 
that had been stolen from him in his pocket, 
seemed bent on punishing the scoundrels for what 
they had done. 

“Weli, if vou happen to get them come back 
this way. Meanwhile, if we don’t see anything 
of you by to-morrow’ morning, we will ride over 
to your ranch and stop there, if you have no 


objections.” 

“Objections!” exclaimed Williard) “What 
would I have objections for? Why, Young Wild 
West, you and your friends is welcome ter stay 
at my ranch jest as long as yer want ter, an’ it 
won’t cost. you a dollar, either. We like com- 
pany over there. My wife will be mighty glad 
ter see yer. I’ve got two daughters, too, but 
they won’t be home afore to-morrow. They went 
- over to a neighbor’s of ours ter help fix up some 
weddin’ preparations. There’s goin’ ter be a 
weddin’ over there ther day after to-morrow, an’ 
it will be a high old time. Pete Judson’s gal 
is goin’ ter be married ter a young feller named 
Buck Miles. Miles is a fine young man, too, 
though he’s been a cowboy for about seven 
years. He had a little money left ter him by 
a relative in ther East, an’ he’s bought a ranch 
for himself. There sartinly will be a high old 
time at ther weddin’, and I want you folks ter 
be ther.” 

“Thank you. Since we have nothing to hinder 
us, as far as we know just now, we will be glad 
to attend. Well, I hope you have luck in find- 
ing the Renegade Cowboys.” 

“We'll do our level best, you kin bet.” 

Then the cowboys gave a subdued cheer for 
the dashing young deadshot, and rode away with 
their employer. Wild rode slowly back to the 
camp, and when he told his waiting friends that 
the villains had taken leave they were not much 
surprised, especially Cheyenne Charlie. They kept 
a good watch and occasionally our hero or one 
of his partners took a stroll around to listen 
for sounds that would indicate the return of the 
ranchman and his cowboys. But nothing was 
heard of them, and when it came time to turn in 
for the night Jim Dart took his watch, and the 
rest were soon sleeping upon their blankets in 
the tents. The night passed quietly enough, and 
when morning came there were still no signs of 
the searching party. Breakfast was cooked and 
eaten, and then Young Wild™West decided to go 
straight to the Do Well Ranch. In a few minutes 
they set out, and they had not covered more than 
a mile before they observed a party of horseman 
riding toward them. One glance showed them 
that it was the searching party. 

“Well, boys,” said our hero, nodding to his 
partners, “I reckon the Renegade Cowboys must 
have given them the slip. That means that we 
will have some work to do. We will stop at 
the Do Well Ranch for two or three days, and 

ou can bet we will find something to keep us 
yany. We have got to attend that wedding, too, 
for there is always lots of fun to be had at such 


airs. 
“You kin bet your life there’s lots of fun ter 


) 


be had at weddin’s.” the scout answered. with a 
grin. “Look at ther fun I had when I got mar- 
ried. I reckon there wasn‘t a jollier galoot in 
ther whole crowd. Some of these days there 
will be a big double weddin’, which I s’pose will 
take place up in Weston, or maybe down at 
Buckhorn Ranch.” 

“That’s all right, Charlie. Never mind about 
that. . When I get old enough to marry I will 
think something about it. I am only a boy yet, 
and so is Jim, while Arietta and Eloise might 
be called children by some folks. You can bet 
that there will be lots to happen before the 
double wedding ever takes place.” 

They were not long in coming up with the 
returning ranchman and his cowboys, and then 
they learned that they had been unable to find 
the thieves. They were pretty well tired out, 
too, for they had been in the saddle the greater 
part of the night, so when Wild advised that 
they return to the ranch at once they were more 
than willing. 2 

“It will be all right,” the young deadshot added 
with a confident smile. “Those fellows will not 
go far away. They will be looking for satisfac- 
tion, and that will lead them to us again. You 
just leave it to me, Mr. Williard. If we don’t 
corral them inside of a couple of days, my name 
is not Young Wild West.” 


2 


CHAPTER IV.—Our Friends Meet the Ranch- 
man’s Family. = 


It was noon by the time our friends arrived . 
at the Do Well Ranch. Owing to the fact that 
the pack-horses were loaded quite heavily and 
the bronchos the ranchman and the cowboys were 
riding had been put to a severe test, they did 
not hurry as fast as they might otherwise have 
done. Although disappointed at not having caught 
the Renegade Cowboys, Job Williard was much 
pleased at having recovered his money. 

“I reckon I kin put that seven hundred dollars 
to a great deal better use than them galoots 
could,” he observed, as they were talking about 
if when they came in sight of the ranch. “I’ve 
got my place all clear of debt now, an’ what I 
make in ther future will be all mine. There’s 
some fixin’ up ter be done, an’ it will take ther 
biggest part of the seven hundred ter do it. 
But I ain’t got no kick comin’. I’ve done raisin’ 
cattle, an I hope by next year this time ter be 
ten thousand dollars beter off.” 

“Well, from what I can see of your ranch, you 
certainly know your business pretty well. I never 
saw anything kept in finer order, from the build- 
ings to the corral fences,” Wild answered. “That’s 
a mighty nice herd of cattle you have got over 
there, too.” 

“Yes, they’re all long-horns, ther kind that’s 
generally raised in Texas. But I’ve got a herd 
of about four hundred an’ eighty of ther other 
kind. Ive heard say that they make ther best 
beef, though I can’t say as I see any difference. 
Anyhow, we git a little bigger price for ’em in 
ther market. But come on. I see my wife wait- 
in’ for us on ther porch. I reckon she’s been 
mighty anxious about us.” 

“That’s right!” the 


ranchman exclaimed. 
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“Annie an’ Maggie are comin’, sure enough. I 
knowed they was comin’ home to-day some time, 
but I thought they would git there sooner than 
this. I reckon they'll be a whole lot surprised 
ter find that they’re goin’ ter have gals ter stop 
at ther ranch for a while.” 

As the party rode up to the ranch the two 
girls who were riding swiftly toward the ranch 
were easily a quarter of a mile away. Mrs. 
Williard evinced great surprise when she was 
introduced to Young Wild West and his friends. 


Like her husband, she had heard of the young ' 


deadshot and those who traveled with him. She 
gave the girls a genuine Western welcome, and 
by the time they were beginning to know each 
other the ranchman’s daughters rode up. Thev 
were rather pretty girls, both under the age 
of twenty, and tò say that they were delighted 
at meeting Arietta, Anna and Eloise would hard- 
ly be expressing it. But when they learned 
- that they were going to stay at the Do Well 
Ranch long enough to attend the wedding that 
was to take place at Judson’s, they clapped their 
hands with glee. Young Wild West was not much 
surprised at the fine welcome they got, for he 
had stopped at so many ranches in his travels 
that he knew just about how such people were. 

It was rarely that they were ever asked pay 
for beard and lodging. In the majority of cases 
it would not be taken if offered. Hospitality 
seemed to be in the regular order of things 
among the people who lived on the cattle ranges 
and boundless prairies. Mrs. Williard was a 
rather talkative woman, and not until she had 
gone over the story of how the Renegade Cow- 
boys had surprised her and robbed the house 
did she invite them inside. The girls accepted 
the invitation, while our hero and his partners 
took the horses to the stable, which was not far 
distant from the house. The cowboys had al- 
ready put away their horses, and were gathered 
at their headquarters near the barn, which was 
a rather long shack and roughly furnished for 
their use. The ranchman explained that he paid 
his men sixty dollars a month, and furnished 
them with food, which they had to cook for them- 
selves. He did this whether they were at home 
or out on the range. When the round-ups were 
made a wagon went with them, as was the case 
on any of the ranches. 


“Some of ther boys what work for our neigh- 
bors don’t git more than fifty a month,” he said. 
“But I believe in payin’ a man what he’s worth. 
What I’ve got here I’m glad ter say is worth 
sixty dollars a pieces I was payin’ Bob Jacket 
sixty-five, ’cause he was foreman. I told yer 
afore that I never liked him much, but he at- 
tended to his business puty well. Now I kin see 
why it was that I didn’t like him. It seems 

‘that a feller kin sometimes figure up a man’s 


mes character, don’t it?” 


“J find it that way in almost every case,” Wild 
retorted. “I have made it my business to study 
a person’s character by his face and manner of 
speaking, and it is very seldom I have missed 
my conclusion in regard to him. I knew Jacket 
was a villain the moment my eyes rested on him 
last night. I was expecting we would have 
trouble with the bunch of them, but I didn’t have 
any idea it was coming so soon. However, when 
it did come I was ready.” 


“me now. 


“Tt’s wonderful how you could have got ther 
best of them that way,” and the ranchman shook 
his head and looked admiringly at the boy. 

“Well, that’s all right. I suppose it’s my way 
of doing things, that’s all. : I reckon I'll have a 
good chance at Jacket and his gang, for they 
certainly must have an awful grudge against 
They halted to give up that seven hun- 
dred dollars, but there was no help for it. A 
fellow called Jimmy was the coolest one of the 
lot, but when I clipped a little bit of his ear off 
with a bullet he melted quickly enough.” 

“That feller was workin’ for Pete Judson, I 
reckon. Seems ter me he had a galoot there 
named Jimmy.” 

“You mean the man who is going to have the 
wedding at his house to-morrow?” 

“Yes, that’s him.- Judson is all right. He 
ain’t got along as well as I have, but I reckon 
he’s in a fair way ter git ahead in ther world. 
He’s got a fine lot of cattle, an’ he thinks he’ll 
make a good thing out of ’em.” 

Wild and his partners went to the house with . 
the ranchman after they had seen to their horses, 
leaving Hop and Wing putting away their out- 
fit and supplies. The chatter of the “women 
folks,” as Williard called them, could be heard 
before they got to the house, and it did not cease 
when they entered. Like their mother, the ranch- 
man’s daughters knew how to talk. But Arietta, 
Anna and Eloise were doing their part, too, and 
Cheyenne Charlie grinned broadly as he paused 
at the door and looked in upon them. 

“What is this here, a sort of she-male con- 
vention?” he asked. 

“Never mind what it is,” Anna retorted, quick- 
ly. “If you don’t like to hear the talking you 
can go out again.” 

“Oh, I like ter hear a chatterin’ like this, Go 
ahead an’ let yourselves go.” 

There was a laugh at this, and then questions 
began to come to the male members of the party. 
Wild and Charlie answered the questions as fast 


as they were put to them, though Jim, as was 
usually the case, did not say much. 
CHAPTER V.—The Renegade Cowboys Malo 


Their Second Raid. 


The Renegade Cowboys were not feeling in a 
good humor when they halted about a mile be- 
low the spot where they had met Young Wild 
West and his friends. They had been subjected 
to a course of treatment that was entirely new 
to them, but they were all willing to agree tnai 
they had acted wisely. They talked it over for 
some little time, and never once dreamed that 
Young Wild West was listening to. them. A 
little while after our hero returned to the cam» 
the man called Jimmy stepped over to the leader 
and said: 

“Cheer up, Bob. There ain’t no use in settin’ 
there as solemn as an’ owl. ~ Maybe yer think it 
was my fault for losin’ ther seven hundred dol- 
lars. If yer do I want yer to make up yer mind 
that I done ther right thing.” 

“I ain’t findin’ no fault with you, Jimmy,” 
Jacket replied, shaking his head. “What I’m 
doin’ jest now is some mighty hard thinkin’. This 
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` Young Wild West, as, he’s Called, is a mighty 


dangerous customer. e will be after us now 
red hot, so ther only thing for us ter do is ter 
cut his life short as soon as possible. Weve 
already decided we’re goin’ back there some time 
afore mornin’, but when we do it we want ter 


. be sure that we made a good job of it. I’ve been 


‘and ride back along the bank of the river. 


thinkin’ about, them gals, too, especially that one 
with ther yaller hair. My! but she’s a real 
beauty, ain’t she? 
that gun when she pointed it at us? She’s ther 
gal for me,-boys. If we kin only put Young 
Wild West out of ther way well take them 
three gals an’ look up some good _hiding-place, 
where we kin live for a while. They kin do our 
washin’ an cookin’ for us. It will be sorter home- 
like ter have women folks around.” 

The villain chuckled as he said this, which 
was the first time he had showed signs of light- 
heartedness since Young Wild West had so neat- 
ly turned the tables on him. 

“You have got a good head on yer, Bob,” Jimmy 
declared, nodding approvingly. “I reckon we 
kin manage ther thing all right. Alls weve got 
ter do is ter. sneak up close to ther camp an’ 
pick out ther ones we want ter shoot. They 
sartinly won’t be keepin’ sich a good watch that 
we can’t do it. I reckon I, for one, know some- 
thin’ about wooderaft as well as they do. What 
do yer say if we go right now? They won’t be 
thinkin’ of sich a thing as us comin’ back so 
soon, anyhow.” 

“A good idea, Jimmy,” and the leader prompt- 
ly arose to his feet. “We'll go right away an’ 
have ther thing over with. We'll git our seven 
hundred dollars back; an’ a whole lot more, per- 
haps, ’cause: Young Wild West had a pile of 
gold an’ silver in that bag I tried ter git away 
from him. Most likely all of ’em is puty well 
fixed. I’ve heard say that they own a couple of 
gold mines, or somethin’ like that. But I never 
had no idea it was Young Wild West.” 

“T reckon none of us did.” 

“Well, boys,” and Jacket turned to the rest, 
“what do yer say? Are yer ready ter strike out 
for that camp an’ clean out Young Wild West 
an’ his pards in a hurry?” 

“We are,” came the response from all hands. 

“All right, then. . Now, remember. one thing. 
There’s seven of us, an’ there’s only three ter 
be shot over at that camp, unless it’s ther two 
Chinamen, too. But it ain’t likely they'll put up 
a fight, an’ they might come in handy ter help us 
out, along with ther gals. Now, then, what I 
want yer ter do is, when we git close enough to 
be sure of what were doin’, to be sure ter pick 
out your man. Three of us will shoot at Young 
Wild West at ther same time. Two kin take one 
of his pards, an’ ther other two ther other one. 
Pi: fix it right, now.” 

Then he went on to pick out those who were 
to do the shooting at the young deadshot and his 
partners. Having made sure that they all un- 
derstood, he gave the:word to mount their Horses 

hey 
were getting pretty close to the camp when the 
ranchman and the cowboys rode up. The moment 
the villains heard the clatter of hoofs they un- 
derstood right away who it was coming. Bob 
Jacket at once called a halt. 2 

“Boys,” said he, shaking his head, “I reckon 


Did you see how she handled, 


we'll have ter postpone this little arrangement 
of ours. Job Williard an’ his cowboys is com- 
in’. 

“Yes, I rather think it would be a good idea 
ter put it off,” Jimmy answered, promptly. 


The rest were quite willing to the postpone- 
ment, so, after they listened for a while and “ 
heard the voice of Williard, which they well 
knew, they turned and let their horses walk slow- 
ly away until they were well out of hearing. 
Then they broke into a gallop, and did not stop 
riding until they had covered a distance of five 
miles. They reached a patch of woods, which 
had a deep gully running through it, It was at 
the south end of Williard’s cattle range, and 
there were plenty of places for the Renegade 
Cowboys to hide for the night. It happened that 
Bok Jacket and some of the others were quite 
familiar with that part of the country, so half 
an hour after they left the river bank they came 
to a halt in a little glen, where a stream of 
water trickled down among the rocks, and the 
branches of the trees overhead effectually shut 
out the starlight. 


“This will be a good enough headquarters for 
a while, anyhow,” Jacket observed, as he struck 
a match and looked around. “I reckon we could 
even make a fire here an’ not have it seen by 
any one. But we don’t need one jést now, so 
yer kin light matches until yer find a good place 
ter lay down, an’ then we may as well turn in. 
There’s nothin’ like a good rest, yer know. In 
my opinion, ther best time ter do our work is 
in ther daytime, ’cause no one ain’t expectin’ it. 
If we was ter strike out after Young Wild West 
an’ them what has pursued us’ right-now, they 
would be expectin’ us all ther time. Most likely 
they’ll keep a good watch all night at ther ranch 
house, too.. Young Wild West an’ his crowd will 
surely go there, I’m satisfied.” ? 

“All right, Bob; whatever you think best,” 
Jimmy answered.- ‘ 

It was rather early in the evening, but the 
renegades were pretty well tired out, for they 
had been in the saddle the greater part of the 
day. One by one they lay down upon their 
blankets and dropped off to sleep. It was broad 
daylight when Jimmy awoke. As he saw the 
rays of the rising sun piercing the foliage at the 
mouth of the glen he got up and walked around 
a few minutes. Then satisfied that they were 
perfectly safe, he aroused his companions. 

“Hello! it’s mornin’, eh?” Bob Jacket exclaimed, 
as he sat up and looked around him. “I didn’t 
know I’d been asleep that long. I must have 
been putty tired out.” 

“Well, I reckon we was all: putty well tired 
cut. But I never kin sleep after it gits day- 
light,” "Jimmy answered. “What do yer say, 
Bob? Do yer think it will be safe ter kindle 
a fire to cook some breakfast?” 

“Pll go an’ take a look afore I decide on that 
point,” and so saying the leader got up and 
started to ascend the rather steep bank. ` ; 

He made his way up until he reached a lofty 
point of rock that was in about the middle of 
the timber patch. Then he selected a tree that 
was easy to climb and was soon near the top. 
From here he had a pretty good view of the 
surrounding country. When he had spent fully 
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five minutes in scanning what there was to be 
-seen he gave a nod of satisfaction and muttered: 

“Only a big herd of cattle about seven or eight 
miles to ther north. Ther cattle belongs to Job 
Williard, too. I’ve half a mind ter send a couple 
of ther boys out ter git one of ’em. But I reckon 
we had better wait.” 

He descended the tree and then made his way 
down into the glen again. 

“Go ahead an’ start a fire, boys, "he called out. 


“There ain’t ther sign of anything livin’ ter be ' 


seen except a herd of cattle. I reckon we’re jest 
as safe here as if we was a thousand miles 
away. After we’ve had breakfast, an’ I light 
my pipe, I’ll think of ther best way ter settle 
this job. Of course, we did intend ter pay a 
visit ter Judson’s ranch to-day. It sartinly will 
be a good time, ’cause most likely he’ll be out 
helpin’ Williard ter find us, an’ they’ll never think 
of sich a thing as us goin there. I ain’t jest 
made up my mind whether well go on an’ do 
this or whether we'll turn our attention ter 
cleanin’ out Young Wild West an’ his partners. 
But I'll let yer know after I’ve smoked a while. 
Tobacco is a thing that always makes me do 
sound thinkin’.” 

Two of the men quickly gathered together some 
twigs, and it was not long before they had a fire 
going. What they had to cook was placed over 
the fire and-in due time the breakfast was ready. 
The fire was then extinguished, while the villains 
made the best of their rather frugal meal. Then 
Jacket lighted his pipe and sat upon a rock. He 
puffed away in silence for fully five minutes. 
Then he gave a nod and said: 

“Boys, I reckon ther best thing’ we kin do is ter 
ride over close to Judson’s ranch, an’ see what’s 
goin’ on thete. If there don’t seem ter be no- 
body around there we'll make a raid on ther 
house. We don’t only want money an’ whisky, 
but we want some grub,” s 

As they neared the biggest of the barns they 
brought their horses to a walk, and keeping a 
sharp lookout on either side, they continued on 
until they finally came to the barn. Bob Jacket 
quickly dismounted, anc his men followed ‘suit. 

“Now, then,” said he, in a whisper, “we’ve got 
ter find out if there’s any one here or not.” 

He crept softly around the barn and saw no 
one. The building the cowboys occupied was 
then visited, and it was found to be empty. 

“Were in luck boys,” the leader exclaimed, 
jubilantly. “Thar only ones we’ve got ter handle 
is them what’s in ther house. Judson may be 
there, but he won’t amount ter much, .’cause 
there’s seven of us.” 

They waited for about ten minutes, and then 
they suddenly saw two girls riding swiftly away. 

“Hello!” exclaimed Bob, excitedly. “There 
goes Williard’s gals. They've been over here 
helpin’ ter fix up things for ther weddin’, I 
s’pose.” aA 

“Let’s git after 
Jimmy, eagerly. 

“No, that won’t do. We would spoil every- 
thing if we done that. We kin git gals enough 
any we want ter. Were goin’ ter git Young 
Wild West’s gals first. But what we want now is 
grub most of all. Maybe ‘there ain’t no one 
there but ther old woman an’ ther bride what’s 
to be. Ther chances are Judson has gone over 


’em an’ ketch ’em,” suggested 
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to ther settlement ter buy things for ther wed- 
din’ feast. Well wait ten minutes more, an’ 
then them gals will be well out of sight.” 

_Huddled together behind one of the buildings, 
they waited and watched. When about ten 
minutes had passed they decided that it was safe 
to go ahead, so mounting their horses they rode. 
toward the house at a gallop. As they came to 
a halt an elderly woman come out of the door, 
followed by a rather pretty girl. Both had their 
sleeves rolled to the elbows, which showed that 
they were very-busy in making preparations for 
the wedding. è 

“Hello, missus!” Bob Jacket called out. “Is 
ther boss around?” : 

“No, Bob,” the woman answered, for she knew 
him quite well. “He’s gone over to the settle- 
ment. There ain’t no one here but me and Jane.” 

She, of course, knew nothing of the raid that 
had been made upon the Do Well Ranch, and 
never once suspected that there was anything 
wrong. - : 

“Well, how soon de yer think he’ll be. back?” 
the leader of the Renegade Cowboys asked, as 
he stepped upon the stoop. 

“About noon, I should say.” 

“Well, I don’t know whether we kin wait as 
long as that or not. But say, missus, have you 
got anything ter dririk in ther house?” 

“Yes, we have got some liquor here. 
you like to have some?” 

“We sartinly would. We've been out huntin’ 
for some stray cattle, an’ we ain’t had luck in 
findin’ ’em. We've been out since yisterday noon, 
too, an’ we didn’t have nothin’ for our break- 
fast this mornin’. -You might git us somethin’ 
ter eat, too, if it wouldn’t be too much trouble.” 

“Sure, I’ll git you somethin’ to eat.” 

It was just then that the woman noticed that 
one of the men belonged to her husband’s ranch. 

“What are you- doin’ here?” she asked, sud- 
denly. 

“Oh, I happened ief meet ther boys, an’ I come 
along with ’em.” 

“Well, why don’t yer take ’em to your quar- 
ters an’ feed ’em? You have got plenty of pro- 
visions there.” 

“Were goin’ ter eat right here in this house!” 
exclaimed Jacket, suddenly. “Now, you jest keep 
still an’ take it easy. Were goin’ ter tie your 
hands, an’ Jane’s, too!” 

The „woman and the girl promptly - began 
screaming, but before they could get away they 
were seized and roughly forced into chairs. Then 
a lariat was brought into play, and they were 
seen rendered powerless to move. 

“Shet up that yellin’!” commanded Jacket, 
fiercely, as he flourished his revolver at them. 
“T want yer to understand ‘that we’re ther Rene- 
gade Cowboys. We're on ther rampage, an’ we’re 
going ter clean out every ranch in these here 
parts. You jest keep on yellin’ an’ we'll kill 
yer!” s 

This terrible threat. had the effect of subduing 
the two at once’ Pale and frightened, they 
watched the men as they rummaged through 
the house. Drawers and boxes were rifled, and 
at the expiration of fifteen minutes as much ag 
a thousand dollars had been gathered by the 
thieving band. The second raid the Refiegade 
Cowboys had made had proved as successful ag 
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the first, but the question now was, were they 
going to get away with their booty? 


CHAPTER VI.—Job Williard is Captured. 


It was quite a little after one oclock before 
dinner at the ranch house was served. But this 
made no difference to our friends, since they 
were quite used to waiting for their meals; es- 
pecially when danger threatened them, as it did 
very often. But some allowance had to be made 
for Mrs. Williard, who had not expected guests 
for the noonday meal. As soon as the meal 
was over, Young Wild West nodded to the ranch- 
man and said: 

“Now, Mr. Williard, I reckon we had better 
take a ride around and see if we can find any- 
thing of the Renegade Cowboys. I have a notion 
that they are not many miles away at this very 
minutes.” 

“T am of the same opinion, Wild,” was the re- 
ply. “If you’re willin’, I’m ready, ter go with 
yer jest as soon as you like.” 

“All right, come on, -then. There is no need 
of disturbing the cowboys just now. Let them 
have a good rest. We might need them to-night, 
you know.” 

“Jest as you say.” 

Charlie and Jim were ready and eager to go 
along, so the four left the house and went to 
the stable. It was quiet at the cowboy quarters 
just now, and there was no doubt that the ma- 
jority of them were taking a nap. They soon 
saddled their horses and then, mounting, started 
to ride away from the buildings. 

“How far is it to your nearest neighbor’s, Mr. 
Williard?” Wild asked. _ 

“Jest about fifteen miles. That’s where ther 
weddin’s goin’ ter be to-morrow, yer know.” 

“Well, suppose we ride over in that direction, 
then?” 

“Do yer think you will be apt re find them 
rascals over there?” . 

“Well, there is no telling. Since they have 
banded themselves together for the purpose of 
raiding the ranches hereabouts, we might run 
across them.” 

“All right, then. We will go over and see 
Judson. Maybe he has seen ’em around, or some 
of his men has.” 

They rode across a stretch of the range for 
about half a mile, and then struck a wagon 
trail, which the ranchman said led over to Jud- 
son’s. Wild really had no idea that they would 
find the ones they were looking for at the ranch, 
but he thought it.a good idea to go over there 
and then swing around and come back from 
another direction. There was no telling just 
where the villains were now, but he was well 
satisfied that they were lurking somewhere about. 
About half way to Judson’s they overtook a 
team that was hitched to a buckboard. It was 
going the same way they were, and they first 
saw the rig it was about half a mile ahead. 

“That’s Judson’s buckboard!” exclaimed Wil- 
liard. “I reckon he’s been over to ther settle- 
ment ter buy some things for ther weddin’ feast, 
or somethin’ like that. Come on. Well ketch 
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him in a few minutes. I want ter introduce him 
to you, anyhow. Judson is a fine man.” 

They started forward at a faster gait, and it 
was not long before the man driving the team 
saw them coming, and slackened the speed of his 
horses. He brought them down to a walk, and 
in a very short time the four rode up. : : 

“Hello, neighbor!” ‘Williard called out. “I’ve 
got some friends here I want ter introduce you 
to. 

“Is that so, Job?”/ the man asked, looking at 
our hero and his partners curiously. “Strangers 
in these here parts, I reckon.” 

“Well, they might be strangers around here, 
but I reckon they know ther whole country putty 
well. Mr. Judson, let me make you acquainted 
with Young Wild West, ther Champion Deadshot 
an’ Boy Hero of ther Wild West.” 

“What!” and the neighbor opened his eyes in 
amazement. “So this is Young Wild West, is it? 
Well, I’m mighty glad ter know him. How do 
yer do, my boy?” 

“Pretty well, thank you!” Wild answered, as 
he shook hands with him. 

“This is Cheyenne Charlie, ther old scout, 
which has been in so many fights with ther red- 
skins,” went on Williard, with a smile, as he 
pointed to Charlie. 

“Im awful glad ter meet you, too,” declared 
Judson. 

“Ther same here,” 
shook hands with him. 

“An’ this is Jim Dart, ther other partner of 
ther Champion Deadshot,” concluded the ranch- 
man, as Jim rode close enough to the buckboard 
to shake hands with Judson. 

“Blamed if I ain’t glad ter meet yer all,” de- 
clared Judson, “T’ve heard lots about you fel- 
lers, an’ I must say it’s quite an honor ter know 
yer. Job,” and he turned to Williard, seriously, 
“I want Young Wild West an’ his pards ter 
come to ther weddin’ to-morrow.” 


“Oh, they’re comin’, all right, neighbor, I’ve 
give ‘em ther invitation. I took it on myself 
ter do it, yer know.” 

“Good! We'll be mighty glad ter have ’em,” 

“Ther gals is over at my house now, an’ they'll 
be along, too.” 

“Will they? How many is there of ’em?” 

“Three. One is Cheyenne Charlie’s wife an’ 
ther other two is a little two young ter git 
married, I reckon; but I s’pose they will be afore 
many years,” and he looked slyly at Wild and 

im. 

“Well, Lwant ’em to come over good an’ early. 
Ther weddin’ ain’t goin’ ter take place till eight 
o’clock to-morrow night, but we’re goin’ ter have 
a little dance afore supper, which is to be had 
at six. Were goin’ ter have somethin’ter eat 
again about eleven, but for supper we're goin’ 
ter have a rousin’ old beef stew, with plenty of 
carrots, turnips an potatoes in it. What we have 
ter eat at eleven o’clock will consist: of chicken, 
cake an’ sweetmeats, which is somethin’ I don’t 
care much about. Give me a good old beef stew 
every time.” 

Our friends were forced to smile at this, for 
they could easily see that Judson was haying 
his way about the wedding festivities to a cer- 
tain extent. He was very fond of beef stew, 
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and hence he was going to have it before the 
ceremony took place. 

“J did expect ter git home by twelve o’clock, 
but I got delayed a little over at ther settle- 
ment,” Judson went on to say. “It’s all right, 
eause I know things are goin’ on in ther-right 
way when I left this mornin’. Are yér goin’ 
ter ride over with me?” 

“Well, we’re out lookin’ for a bad gang of cow- 
boys what’s banded themselves together an’ rais- 
- in’ ther dickens around. They made araid on my 
house yisterday, an’ stole seven hundred dollars 
I had there, besides tyin’ my wife an’ her woman 
servant so they couldn’t move. We started out 
right away as soon as we found it out, an’ while 
we was huntin’ for ’em we come across Young 
Wild West an’ his friends. Then we learned that 
they had met ther sneakin’ galoots an’ that they 
had took ther money away from ’em an’ sent 
’em off in a hurry. Who do yer s’pose ther 
leader of ther gang is, neighbor?” : 

Judson was too astonished to speak. He had 
been listening to what Williard+said, with open 
mouth, while the reins hung listlessly in his 
hands. = 

“What do yer mean, Job?” he finally gasped. 
“Do yer mean ter say that a gang of cowboys 
has banded themselves together ter raid folks 
around here?” 

“That’s jest what I said, didn’t I? Now, then, 
who do yer s’pose ther leader of ’em is?” 

“Well, I ain’t got no idea.” 

“Well, it’s' ther galoot I had workin’ for me as 
a foreman, Bob Jacket. There’s one or two men 
from your ranch with ’em, too.” 

“Yer don’t mean it!” cried Judson. 

“But I do, thought. Every word of what I 
said is ther truth.” 

“They dared ter tie your wife up so she couldn’t 
move an’ then robbed your house?” 

“That’s jest what they done, ther sneakin’ 
galoots. But Young Wild West is goin’ ter git 
em, an’ dont yer forgit it. He made ’em give up 
ther money, and he spilled the keg of whisky 
they took along with ’em on ther ground.” 

“Well, that’s what I call puty high-handed 
business,” declared Judson, shaking his head. “If 
they done that to me I wouldn’t rest until I seen 
em riddled with bullets or hangin’ to a tree. 
That’s ther kind of a man I am. Jest wait till 
I git home an’ I ’ll start out with yer to help 
find ’em. I ain’t forgot how ter shoot yet.” 

They started along the trail now, and the four 
- weer compelled to answer many questions that 

were put to them. By the time they came in 
sight of Judsons house he knew the,full par- 
ticulars. He was very angry about if, and in- 
sisted on going with them to make a search for 
the Renegade Cowboys. As he had a number of 
articels in the buckboard, Judson drove up to the 
door of the ‘house. 

“Hello, Mary! Hello, Jane!” he called out. 
“Come out here an’ git these things.” 

Then a series of screams sounded, but the 
trained ears of Young Wild West told him right 
away that they were screams of joy. 

“Mr. Judson,” said he, as he quickly dismount- 
ed, “I reckon something’s wrong in the house.” 

“Great Jepiter!”” Judson cried, as he leaped 
from the wagon. “What are they yellin’ like 
that for, I wonder?” 


, 


‘here and commit this outrage. 
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He threw open the door and dashed inside, 
Wild following close at his heels. As they en- | 
tered the main living-room of the house they - 
saw everything in wild disorder, while tied to 
two chairs were the two women.. The ranchman 
turned pale as death, and staggered back until 
the wall kept him from falling.. - ; 

“What—what does this mean?” he gasped. 
“Young Wild West, ther Renegade Cowboys has 
been here, as sure as you’re alive.” 3 

“It looks that way, Mr. Judson,” was the cool 
reuri; as the boy stepped forward, knife in 

and. è = 

He quickly severed the ropes that held the 
mother and daughter .captives, at the same time 
telling ‘them not to grow excited. The story they 
had to tell was so like that which Williard had 
related about his wife, that Judson seemed to 
know all about it before they got half through. 

“Took all ther money in ther house, did they?” 
he cried, keeping remarkably cool, considering 
the circumstances. “Tied yer to them chairs 
an’ let yer stay there for hours, did they? Well, 
I reckon they’ll suffer for this piece of business. 
But jest let me see if they did git all my money. 
I had quite a pile hid in a mighty good place, 
I thought.” 

He dashed into another room, but soon came 
out, shaking his head. z 

“They got it, all right. I had it in ther bot- 
tom bureau drawer in an old stockin’. Putty 
night a thousand dollars, Job. What do yer 
think of that?” 

“Well, it’s too bad. But if I was you I wouldn’t 
worry much about it, ’cause Young Wild West 
got mine back, an’ I’m startin he'll git yours, 
too. 

“Well, I aint a man as does much worryin’, 
anyhow, but blamed if I kin hold my temper. I'd 
jest like ter git a shot at one of them galoots. 
If I wouldn’t put a bullet plumb through ’em 
Pa never do another thing in my life.” 

The rest had come inside by this time, and it 
took fully fifteen minutes to calm the two women. 
They had certainly been bound to the chairs so 
long that they were on the verge of fainting when 
they heard the ranchman drive up. But it was ` 
not long before they were busy putting things 
to rights. Judson went all through the house, 
and soon discovered just what had been taken 
by the marauders. 

“A lot of grub and whisky is gone,” he de- 
clared, shaking his head. “That will make it 
mighty bad for ther weddin’. But never mind. 
Jane is goin’ ter marry Buck Miles to-morrow 
night whether there’s anything ter eat in ther 
house or not. I don’t believe in postponin’ things 
of this kind.” 

Wild saw that the ranchman’s wife and daugh- 
ter were quite calm now as he knew it was all 
right to leave them. r 

“Come on, boys,” he said, turning to his two 
partners. We will get on the trail. I never 
had any idea that the villains would come over 
It shows plainly 
that they have made up their minds to follow 
up the plans they have laid out. If they are 
not caught soon they will be doing more of the- 
same kind of work. But I am pretty well satis- 
fied that we are going to catch them between 
now and sundown.” 
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He ran - outside, and mounting his sor ta stal- 
lion, rode away without, another word. After 
him came Charlie and Jim and Job Williard. 
It was not difficult for them to find the fresh 
tracks of the Renegade Cowboys’ horses. They 
struck them near the barn, and then they fol- 
lowed the trail across the range to the timber 
strip that lay beyond. When they were about 
five miles from the ranch, Williard’s horse sud- 
denly went lame. ~ 

“Keep right on,” he called out, as he came 
to a halt. “I reckon my nag has picked up a 
stone. TIl git it out an’ foller yer.” 

Our hero and his partners turned and saw 
him examining the hoof of his horse, so they 
They were near the patch of 
woods at the time, and as the trail led right 
through it they soon disappeared from the ranch- 
man’s view. Meanwhile he was not long in find- 
ing a small stone that had become lodged in the 
frog of his horse’s hoof. Ho quickly removed 
it and then mounted again. 

“I reckon I’m all right now,” he thought. “I 
knowed ther lameness couldn’t come from any- 
thing else.” 

As he rode into the woods and was descending 


a little hollow, three men suddenly sprang from- 


the bushes with leveled revolvers. 


“Halt!” came the command, and then Wob 


Williard saw that he was confronted by his form- , 


er foreman, Bob Jacket. 

“I reckon weve got you, boss,” the villain 
said, with a grin. “We was waitin’ there, an’ we 
let Young Wild West an’ his’ pards git past, 
jest so we would have a chance ter ketch you. 
We wanted you, ’cause we’ve figured it out that 
we need that seven hundred dollars putty bad. 
Don’t yer dare to touch a gun, for if you do it 
will be ther last thing you’ll do on earth!” 

Astounded, the ranchman sat in the saddle and 
gazed at them without saying a word. Two of 
the three quickly came forward and bound his 
hands securely behind his back. Then they pass- 
ed a rope under his horse and tied him so it 
would be impossible for him to leave the animal’s 
back. 

“Now then, boys, I reckon we'll go on. Our 
-pardsi is followin’ Young Wild West an’ his pards. 


Well git them next, but we ain’t goin’ ter take‘ 


?em prisoners. W ere goin’ ter shoot ’em dead!” 


gt is® VIil.—Arietta Falls Into the Hands 
of the Renegades. 


It was along about the middle of the after- 
noon when Arietta began to grow restless. Anna 
and Eloise were not slow to notice this, and the 
former quickly asked the girl what the trouble 
was.. 

“I feel as though something is going wrong,” 
she answered, with a-shake of her golden head. 


_ “I think I shall take a ride out on the range and 


see.if I can find Wild and the rest.” 

“Pshaw!” the scouts wife exclaimed. “You 
know quite weil that they are all quite able to 
take care of themselves. Even if they do come 
upon the Renegade Cowboys there will be noth- 
ing to fear. You saw how Wild handled the 
villains last night.” 


13 

“T know that, Anna, but when I get it in my 
head to do a thing I can’t rest until I do it. Iam 
going to take’a ride over the range.” 2 

Eloise did not even make’a protest, for she 
knew quite well that Arietta had a mind of her 
own. s 
“Do you want us to go with you?” she asked, 
afteř a pause. 

“No,” was the reply. “I am going out alone. 
I will take my rifie with me, and if anything 
turns up I will use it, too.” 

Mrs. Williard and her daughters were greatly 
surprised when they heard that Young Wild 
West’s sweetheart was going to ride out in search 
of them. 

“Do.you think there is anything wrong?” the 
mother asked anxiously. 

“Well, something tells me that some one has 
got into trouble,” Arietta answered. “I have 
had -such feelings before, and it always happens 
that they are not for naught. But don’t fear 
on my score. I am not going to let any villains 
get hold of me. I am not afraid of Bob Jacket 
and his gang. I would just as lief shoot one 
of them as I would a snake, if there was good 
reason for it.” : 

The girl went to the stable alone, and finding 
no one there to assist her, she saddled her horse. 
Then she led the animal outside and quickly 
mounted. With her Winchester swung over her 
shoulder, and a revolver and hunting-knife at 
her belt, the girl:-was well armed, and there was 
no doubt that she would give a good account of 
herself if any one interfered with her. Arietta 
did net know which way to go. The fact was 
that she had no idea where Wild and his partners 
were at the time. She let her horse walk. away 
from the stable, and when the animal turned to- 
ward the east of its own account, she decided 
to ride in that direction for a little while. She 
put her white broncho to a gallop, and the 
ground was swiftly covered. At length she came 
to a big herd of cattle, but there were no cow- 
boys in sight. Passing the herd, she rode on 
toward a timber patch that showed up in the 
distance. 

“PU keep right on until I reach the woods,” she 
thought. “I can’t help thinking that something 
has happened, and that either Wild or some one 
with him has got into trouble. I must satisfy 
myself about it or I won’t feel easy.” 


She spoke to her horse, and away went the- 
noble animal at a swift canter. Mile after mile 
was covered, and soon the girl found the woods 
very close to her. As she came within a hun- 
dred yards of it she slackened the swift pace 
she had been riding and brought her steed to 
a walk. Then it was that she noted fresh hoof- 
prints in the soft ground. 

“Some one has been this way, and lately, at 
that,” she said to herself. “Probably they have 
gone this way in search of the villains.” 

The horse walked on until he came to the 
edge of the woods, and then halted of his own 
atcount. Arietta allowed him to nibble at the 
fresh green grass that was growing there, while 
she sat in the saddle and looked around. She 
could hear nothing but the sound of the birds 
in the woods and in less than a minute she had 
dropped into a meditative mood. But suddenly 
she heard a footfall. Turning auicklv in the 


- retort. 
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direction, she looked sharply around, but saw 
no one. The girl instinctively seized her re- 
volver and drew it from the holster. Whiz! 
The next instant a lariat shet through the air 
and the rope dropped over her head and shoul- 
ders. It came from the left, and though she 
heard it and realized what it was, the girl had 
no chance to escape from the rope. 

A quick jerk, and she was pulled from the 
saddle, falling roughly to the ground. Her re- 
volver was knocked from her hand in the act, 
and knowing full well that she had fallen into 
the hands of the enemy, she gave a shrill scream 
for help. 

“Shet up, gal!” exclaimed a man, as he sud- 
denly sprang from the bushes and seized her. 
“You yell like that again an’ Pl put a bullet 
through your head, even if you are a mighty 
putty piece of calico!” 

It was Bob Jacket. Arietta had studied his 
features well the night before, and she could not 
be mistaken. | 

“This is what I call a mighty fine piece of 
luck, .boys,” the villain said, and then Arietta 
saw two more men emerge from the bushes. 

One of them was leading a horse, and upon 
the animal’s back was no less a person than 
Job Williard, the ranchman. Arietta saw right 
away that he was a prisoner, and she now knew 
why it was she had felt that something was 
wrong. It had simply been a foreboding, but 
it had come true, as it had done many times 
before in other cases. She wisely refrained 
from screaming again, and by a great effort she 
retained her composure. 

. “You villains will suffer for this!” she ex- 
claimed, her blue eyes ‘flashing at the villain who 
stood over her in a gloating manner. “Wait till 
Young Wild West gets you.” 

“Wait till we git Young Wild West,” was the 
“We was followin’ him when we happen- 
ed ter see him ridin’ this waye We jest man- 
aged ter ketch Job Williard putty easy, ‘cause 
we was hidin’ in ther woods an’ we seen Young 
Wild West an’ his pards comin’ with him. . But 
Williard stopped ter see to his horse, which 
went Jame all of a sudden, an’ then we made 
up our minds ter let Young Wild West an’ his 
pards @o on ahead, while we took charge of my 
old boss. We knowed putty well it wouldn’t be 
hard work for us ter foller ther boy an’ his 
pards an’ make short work of ’em. I don’t s’pose 
they’re more than a mile or two ahead of us 
now, but we couldn’t keep on after ’em, not after 
we seen sich a putty piece of calico as you 
comin’ this way. You’re Young Wild West’s gal, 
ain’t you?” 

“You'll find out who I am before this piece of 
villainy is over,” Arietta retorted, scornfully. 
“Release meat once, or it will be the worse for 

ou. $ 

“Let ther gal go, Bob,” spoke up the captive 
ranchman. “You have got me, an’ that’s enough. 
There ain’t no use in interferin’ with women 
an’ gals. I didn’t think you would be bad enough 
ter do that, even though you tied my wife ter a 
chair an’ left her there when you left my house.” 

“You shet up, Williard,” the leader retorted. 
“Weve got yon an’ weve got ther gal an’ four 
of my men is followin’ Young Wild West an’ his 
pards... I£ they don’t manare ter pop ’em over 
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I’m sure we will a little later. It’s an easy 


-trail ter foller, an’ we’re goin’ ter keep on fol- 


lowin’ it, even if we have ter go straight to 
your ranch. I’ve made up my mind that Young 
Wild West has got ter die afore sunset. It’s 
ther same way with his pards. I did think you 
might have that seven hundred dollars in your 
pocket, but it seems yer put it in ther house. 
But that’s all right. I’m goin’ ter git that same ` 
bunch of money.” > 

“You’ll never do that, Bob,” and the ranch- 
man’s eyes flashed, showing that he was not 
afraid of the scoundrels, even though they had 
him prisoner. 

It was just as Jacket said. After leaving 
Judson’s ranch, which they had raided so success- 
fully, they had taken to the woods and waited 
to see if any one would come in pursuit. When 
they found that the very ones they were so 
anxious to kill were coming they were elated, 
but had let Wild and his partners go on when 
the ranchman stopped, sending four of the rene- 
gades after them. Elated at the good luck he 
had met with that day, Bob Jacket was in an 
excellent humor. He had not made up his mind 
what he was going to do with the ranchman, but 
he had decided to force Arietta to become his 
wife, and he meant to capture the parson who 
had been engaged to tie the knot at Judson’s 
house the following evening. Surely he was get- 
ting reckless to think of such a thing as this. 
But sometimes villains will overstep themselves, 
as has very often been proved. : 

“Well, Cricket,” the leader of the renegades 
said, turning to that individual, who was one of 


‘the two men he had kept back with him, “I reckon. 


we had better go on now. Jest help me tie this 
gal to her horse. Jimmy will keep right on ther 
trail of ther galoots we want, even though he 
don’t get up enough courage ter shoot at ’em. 
I reckon we can’t lose much more time. Give 
us a lift.” = 

Cricket stepped forward quickly, and Arietta 
was picked up as though she had been a mere 
child and placed upon the back of her horse, - 
while the other villain held the bridle. The 
lariat that had caught her was utilized to tie 
her securely to the animal, and with her hands 
er behind her back, she was entirely help- 
ess. < 

“Now, then,” said Jacket, as he took the rope 
and made it fast to the horn of his saddle, “I 
reckon your nag ain’t goin’ ter git away. If 
he should happen’ ter git away, Pll shoot him, 
’cause I’ve made up my mind that you ain’t goin’ 
ter escape. You’re goin’ ter be my bride, Miss 
Yaller Hair.” 

The glance that the girl shot at him just then 
should have made him quail, but he only laughed, 
though there is no doubt that it made him feel 
rather uneasy. She said nothing, however, but 
was forced to submit to it when her horse went 
away at a gallop. The ranchmans horse swung 
in beside her, and then Williard looked at her 
pityingly and said: 

“Keep up your nerve, gal. Maybe Young Wild 
West will save us.” 

“I have not the least doubt but that he will, 
Mr. Williard,” the girl answered, in a tone of 
voice. that was really cheerful. “This is not 
the first time I have been placed in such a posi- 


YOUNG WILD WEST RESCUING A RANCHMAN 


tion. Many times I have been in the power of 
such villains, but I always managed to escape. 
I know the sort of boy Wild is, and he never 
fails.” 

“He'll fail this time, gal,” Jacket called out, 
for he could overhear what was being said be- 
hind-him. 

“Wait-and see,” Arietta said, confidently. 

The villains rode on, following the trail their 
four companions had taken ahead of them. Mile 
after mile was covered, but they did not come 
up with them. It seemed that Young Wild West 
and his partners must have struck the trail the 


. renegades had made when they left the spot 


where they had remained over night, for that 
was the way they were heading now. 

“Well, this is all right, anyhow,” Jacket said, 
nodding to his two companions. “They’re look- 
in’ for us hard. When they find us they’ll be 
surprised, too,’ cause I reckon were goin’ ter 
find them first.” 

“But what are yer goin’ ter do with Williard, 
Bob?” Cricket asked. 
any use of takin’ him with us.” 

“Go ahead an’ put a bullet through him, then,” 
said the leader, in a cold-blooded tone of voice. 
~ “No,” and Cricket shook his head. “I’m bad 
enough, but I can’t do that.” 

“How about you, Dan?” and the leader nodded 


to the other. 


“Nope,” was the quick retort. “I ain’t goin’ 
ter shoot him. I might do it willingly enough 
if I seen him ridin’ toward me tryin‘ ter git a 
shot at me.” 

“Well, I ain’t goin’ ter shoot him, either. TIl 
tell you what we'll do with him. We’ll take 
him on till we come to that big bunch of cattle 
I seen this mornin’, an’ then we'll tie him an’ 
stampede ther cattle, so they’ll run over him. 
That won’t be nothin’ like murder, ’cause if 
ther cattle happens ter jump over him he won’t 
git hurt. But if they happen ter trample him 
to death, that will be ther doin’s of ther cattle, 
an’ we won’t be to blame for it. Ha! ha! ha!” 

“You ‘scoundrel!” exclaimed Arietta. “You 
dare to do anything like that-and you will suffer.” 

“Maybe I will, gal, but that will be my fault, 
not yours. What I jest said, we’re goin’ ter 
do, an’ don’t you forgit it.” 

Again Jacket laughed heartily, his two com- 
panions joining in. They seemed to regard the 
whole thing as a very good joke, but they all 
felt that the girl was an exception to her sex, 
for never had they seen one acting so coolly 
as she did now. The fact was that Arietta was 
not nearly as much disturbed as the ranchman 
was. Williard seemed ‘to think that he was 
doomed to die. On they rode, and at length 
the end of the timber was reached. Off to the 
right a big herd of cattle was* grazing peace- 
fully, but there were no signs of the four vil- 
lains who had gone on ahead, or the ones they 
were following. 

Cricket was leading the horse the ranchman 
was tied to, while the leader had the rope that 


was attached to the bridle of Arietta’s mount. 


The cattle were something like two miles away, 

but at a gallop the party bore down toward them, 

and soon they were within a couple of hundred 
ards of them. Jacket called a halt and quickly 
ismounted. 


“I can’t see as there’s* 
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“Untie him from ther horse,” he said. e 

Crickét lost no time in doing this, and then 
Williard was thrown roughly to the ground. 

“Tie his arms tight to his sides an’ pass cher 
rope around his wrists, so he can’t move his 
hands,” came the order. 

This was quickly done. 

“Now, then, tie his ankles together.” 

Cricket wound the rope tightly about the help- 
less man’s ankles and made a knot that was 
secure. 

“There! I reckon that will do, boys.” and the 
leader gave a nod of satisfaction. “Now, then, 
come on. We’ll] ride around to ther other side 
of ther herd an’ start ther cattle this way. We'll 
make ’em come good an’ lively, too, an’ don’t yer 
forgit it. If Job Williard comes out of ther, 
stampede alive Pll miss my guess.” 


CHAPTER VIII.—Four of the Renegades are 
Take Care Of. 


Thinking that Job Williard would overtake 
them shortly, Young Wild West and his partners 
rode on through the woods. It was not long be- 
fore they struck hoofprints that led in the direc- 
tion of the ranch they had left a short time be- 
fore. They halted long enough to examine them, 
and satisfied that they had been made by the 
horses of the villains, Wild thought it a good 
idea to keep on the trail, since he knew it was 
quite possible that the renegades had a hiding- 
place somewhere. That being the case, they 
might return to it after making the successful 
raid on Judson’s ranch. 

“They have gone around in a different dire- 
tion, boys,” he said, with a confident shake -of 
his head. “I think we may as well find out where 
this trail starts from this morning. Come mm. 
We won’t ride so very fast, and possibly Williard 
will overtake us inside of half an hour.” 

They kept on riding, and when the half hour 
the boy had spoken of was up there were still 
no signs of the ranchman. They had reached the 
end of the timber strip by this time, and could 
see the higher ground ahead of them, with the 
level stretch of grazing land lying between. It 
occurred to Wild that somewhere back of the 
range was the hiding-place of the villains, so he 
decided to go on and try and overtake them. 
They passed a big herd of cattle, and soon 
reached the deep gully through which the vil- 
lains: had ridden that morning. When Wild saw 
that there were no hoofprints leading in~the ` 
direction they had been following he was not 
changed any in his opinion that they had re- 
turned there. They might have entered the gully 
from another point. But he decided to halt fot 
a while and wait for the ranchman. They waited 
fully fifteen minutes, and then suddenly the sharp 
eyes of our hero caught sight of a moving form a 
short distance away. 

“Get behind the rocks, boys,” he whispered, 
quickly. “I reckon something is going to happen 


_ pretty soon.” 


He quickly told them what he had seen, and 
Charlie and Jim were not long in leading their 
horses into a hollow. Then the young deadshot 
motioned them to stay where they were, and he. 
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started to creep in the direction he had seen the 
man. He had not gone more than twenty feet 
when he peered from behind a rock saw four men 
creeping slealthily toward him. He instantly 
_ recognized one of them as Jimmy, and the others 
he knew must belong to the band. of Renegade 
Cowboys. 

“Ah!” he exclaimed, under his breath. “So 
we’ve found you, have we? Well, I reckon you'll 
get all you want in a very short time.” 

Wild waited until the four villains were within 
a dozen feet of him. Then he suddenly leaped 
from behind the rock and leveled his revolver at 
them. 

“Hands up, you sceundrels!” he exclaimed. 
“T reckon you have gone as far as you can.” 

All but Jimmy obeyed the command instantly. 
He made a leap and got behind a rock, at the 
same time firing a shot at the boy. The echoes 
of the shot had not died out when Charlie and 
Jim, appeared on the scene. 

“Take care of these fellows, boys.” the young 
deadshot said, in his cool and easy way. 

Then he suddenly leaped to the left and looked 
for a chance to get a shot at Jimmy. The villain 
was not expecting the boy to do this, and he 
exposed himself without knowing it. 

Crack! Without any hesitation the young 
deadshot took a quick aim and fired. Jimmy 
dropped to rise no more. Wild felt that he was 
justified in doing this, for the man would surely 
have killed him if he got the chance. He stepped 
over to the fallen man, and finding that there was 
little or no life in him, turned and walked back 
to where his partners were covering the other 
three. : 

“You fellows didn’t want to die, it seems,” he 
said. as he nodded ‘at them. “Now, then, where is 
the rest of the gang?” . 

“We don’t know,” one of them answered, in a 
trembling tone of voice. 

“You don’t, eh? Well, you had better tell 
the truth about it, if you want to live two minutes 
more.” 

“They’re comin’ on behind us somewhere,” an- 
other spoke up, quickly. 

“Oh, they are, eh? How is it that you managed 
to get behind us? Tell me quick now, or I’ll shoot 
you!” 

“Well, we seen four of yer comin’ along on our 
trail, an’ when we seen that Williard stovped 
an’ got off his horse for something, we let three 
of yer go on past us. Then Bob Jacket told us 
ter follow yer, while he an’ ther other two would 
take care of Williard. Bob wanted ter take him 
a prisoner, though I don’t know what he wanted 
ter do it for.” 

“Oh, I see! And the four of you kept on fol- 
lowing us, did you?” > 

“Yes, that’s right.” 
` “You thought you had us, too, didn’t you?” 

“Yes, I reckon we did think that.” 

“Well, you made a mistake, and there are only 
three of you now.” 

“Yes, Jimmy acted like a fool an’ got his 
medicine.” 

“That’s just what he did. I would be just as 
well satisfied if all of you had acted in the same 
way. Then we should not have been bothered by 
you. Now I suppose we have got to take you 
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prisoners, 
hands.” : 

Jim Dart quickly, stepped forward and relieved 
them of their weapons. Then with the assistance 
of the scout the three were securely bound. 

“Where are your horses?” Wild asked. 

ee a hundred yard back of here,” was the 
reply. 

“All right, we'll go and get them. Then we'll 
start back to get the other three of the gang. 
You fellows have been having a high old time 
since you started in yesterday, but it seems that 
it has come to an end rather quickly. You raided | 


Boys, just disarm them and tie their 


. two ranches, but that is all you will ever do in 


that line, for I have an idea that you won’t be 
allowed to live very long after this. When Jud- 
son gets hold of you there will be no stopping 
hyn and there will be a lynching as sure as 
ate.” 

“Don’t let ’em lynch me, Young Wild West,” 
pleaded the man who had told the truth in the 
matter. Let us go, an’ we’ll never do a wrong 
thing again as long as we live.” 

“T couldn’t think of letting you go. Don’t ask 
me. The best thing you can do is to keep still 
and make up your minds that you have not long 
to live. Such villains as you are ought to hang, 
anyhow.” 

Wild and Jim led the horses, while Cheyenne 
Charlie marched the three villains to the spot 
where they had left their een Once there 
they assisted them to mount, and then tied them 
so they would have to stay there until released. 
This done, our three friends mounted and started 
to ride off. Since Bob Jacket and the other two 
villains were coming on behind, they expected 
they might meet them at any time. But our hero 
was not a little worried, for he thought they 
might have killed the ranchman. As they came 
to the level stretch of prairie land, Cheyenne 
Charlie suddenly called out excitedly and pointed 
ahead. 

“Here they come,” he said. 

“Yes, here they come, sure enough,” Wild an- 
swered, as he gave a start. “Do you see who is 
with them? That is Arietta.” ” : 

“Blamed if it ain’t,” and the scout looked 
amazed. : 

“And the ranchman is with them, too,” Jim 
Dart added. “He and Arietta are prisoners. I 
can see from here that they are both tied to their 
horses.” 

“What can Arietta be doing here, I wonder?” 
Wild asked, shaking his head in a puzzled way. 

“Oh, I suppose she got uneasy over at ther 
ranch an’ started out ter look for us,” the scout 
retorted. “She’s got a great way of doin’ that, 
yer know, Wild.” 

“Yes, I know. But how comes it that she fell 
into the hands. of the scoundrels?” 

“Easy enough, I s’pose. They've seen her 
comin’ an’ waited for her.” 

“Well, it’s al right. Well just drop back be- 
hind these trees and see what they are up to. 
They are coming right this way, anyhow. We'll. 
wait for them.” 

“Pm mighty glad Bob didn’t kill Williard,” 
said one of the prisoners. “Maybe now we’ll be 
let Bo if we give back what we took from Jud 
son’s. . 

“Maybe yer will, an’ maybe yer won’t,” the — 
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scout retorted, with a grim smile. “You see this 
rifle I’ve got?” = 

“Yes, I see.” : pes 

“Well, I’m goin’ ter shoot Bob Jacket with it 
ther minute he speaks rough to that gal on ther 
white horse.” 

“Hold on, Charlie!” spoke up Wild. “I reckon 
we'll take them all alive, and let the ranchman 
settle their fate. I don’t suppose it will take 
very long to get a deputy sheriff, so the best 
thing to do is to turn them all over to him.” 

“That will be about as bad as lynchin’ us,” 
said one of the prisoners, his face very pale. “If 
we -was tried over at ther settlement they would 
bring us in suilty an’ ther sentence would be 
hangin’. If we hadn’t handled ther women folks 
as rough as we did it might have been different. 
We would have been sent up maybe for twentv 
years, then. But as far as I’m concerned, I’d 
jest as leave hang as be sent to prison for twenty 
years.” : 

“Well, then there is no need of worrying about 
it,” the young deadshot retorted, with a smile. 
“You may as well resign yourselves to your fate. 
You have either got to hang or to go to prison, 
that’s certain.” 

“See here, Young Wild West,” and the man 
who had not said a word as yet looked pleadingly 
at the boy. “I’ve got a poor old mother livin’ 
somewhere in New Mexico. She always thought 
ther world of me, but I ain’t seen her for more 
than three vears. I never used her exactly right, 
an’ one day I got mixed up in robbin’ an express 
office, an’ I lit out. I went to ther house ter 
change my clothes, so I wouldn’t be known if I 
was seen, an’ ther last I seen of my poor old 
mother she was on her knees prayin’ for me. For 
ther sake of her, won’t you let me go?” 

“No, I can’t do it. I.believe you are telling 
the truth, but you have made your own nest and 
you must lie in it.” : 

“Jest think of your own mother,” pleaded the 
wretch, the tears rolling down his cheeks. 

“I don’t remember my mother, though I know 
she must have been a good one,” Wild answerėd. 
“My mother and father were beth slain by In- 
dians when I was but an infant. I have but the 
slightest! remembrance of either of them. There 
is no need of your pleading, for I wouldn’t let 
you go under any conditions. I couldn’t do it if 
your mother came here this moment, and asked 
me the favor.” 

“There ain’t no use in actin’ like a baby, you 
simple galoot!” one of the others spoke up rather 
scornfully to the man who was pleading so hard 

' for his life. “Take your medicine, ther same as 


I’ve got ter do.” 4 
“But I would like ter see my poor mother again 
before I die.” 
“Well, you will never see her again, so shet 
u ” 


“You shet ùp, too!” Chevenne Charlie spoke up, 
his eyes flashing. “You’re actin’ mighty brave 
jest now, but I reckon you’ll be one of ther first 
ter beg for your life when you feel ther rope 
around your neck.” ° 

-“I will, eh? Well, you jest wait an’ see.” 

The villain was now putting-on a lot of brava- 
do. But the scout had seen so many like him that 
he knew pretty well that he would give in when 
the time came. i 


m 
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“Well, I don’t say what I’ll do when I git a 
rope around my neck, but I’ve sorter made up 
my mind that I’ve got ter grin an’ bear it,” the 
other observed. 

“There won't be much grinnin’ that you'll do,” 
and the scout smiled sarcastically. “I kin see 
yer this minute tremblin’ like a leaf.” 

“Hello!” said Jim, suddenly. “Those fellows 
are heading up toward the herd of cattle. I 
wonder what they are up to now?” 

“Just wait and see,” said Wild, in his esol and 
easy way. “I can’t imagine what they are up 
to, but we will soon find out.” 

The herd of cattle was fully two miles from 
where our friends were waiting, and when the’ 
saw Bob Jacket and his companions leading the 
prisoner toward the cattle they certainly were 
surprised. But it was not long before they found 
out what they were up to. 


CHAPTER IXJ.—The Rescue of the Ranchman. 


As the three Renegade Cowboys started to ride 
around so they might start the cattle running 
toward the helpless man, Arietta spoke sharply 
to her horse. The animal responded by a sudden 
spring, and the rope having been loosened while 
the villains were at work, pulled away from the 
horn of Jacket’s saddle. Another cry from the 
girl and away the white steed went at a gallop. 
As luck would have it, he turned almost straight 
ahead and went galloping toward the spot where 
Young Wild West and his partners were. Bent 
on making her escape, the brave girl urged the 
horse forward and she had not gone more than 
a few feet when she saw three horsemen riding 
rapidly toward her. When she saw that they 
were no others than Young Wild West and his 
pee a shout of triumph escaped Arietta’s 
ips. 

Bob Jacket saw them, too, and a cry of rage 
escaped his lips. _ 

“Come on, boys,” he shouted. “Let ther gal 
go, but we’re goin’ ter make ther cattle stampede, 
jest ther same. Come on. Hurry up!” 

Away the three rode,-and two minutes later 
they started the cattle forward by means of 
shouting and firing shots from their revolvers. 

“It’s Young Wild West comin’ ter save ther 
gal!” cried Cricket, as he saw one of the riders 
advancing rapidly, while the other two had come 
eo hat 

‘Let him come,” the leader cried, fiercely. 
“We'll keep behind ther cattle now so they ent 
shoot us. Well take our chances an’ pop ’em 
over. Come on; git ther steers movin’ faster.” 

It seemed that the herd went just the right 
way. They went forward at an easy trot, but 
as the three villains pursued them hard they 
broke into arun. Straight for the ranchman they 
made their way, and it looked as though hea 
would surely be trampled to death. But Wild, 
who had bidden his partners stayWehind with the 
prisoners, was riding like the wind now. It could 
not have been more-than three minutes before 
he met his sweetheart. 

“Hello, Et!” he said, a smile showing on his 
handsome face. “So you got away from them, 
did you? Well, I won’t ask any more questions 


~ 
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just now. I want you to take my horse and let 
me have yours. I am going to get the ranchman. 
You follow me closely, so I can get on with you 
after I let him take your horse. That is about 
the best way to do it, I reckon. 
rescued him we will turn our attention to the 
three scoundrels.” 

“All right, Wild,” the girl answered, her face 
beaming with joy and excitement. 

The young deadshot quickly severed her bonds 
and then he lifted her bodily to the back of his 
own horse. It made little difference how Arietta 
rode just then. She was an accomplished eques- 
trian, anyhow. With Her own horse in the lead, 
she rode along, happy in the thought that her 
dashing boy lover was with her again. Wild 
rode straight for the ranchman, who was rolling 
over upon the ground, no doubt hoping to get out 
of the way of the approaching cattle. Up the 
two dashed, like the wind, the pounding of the 
‘steers’ hoofs ringing in their ears. A cloud 
of dust arose, too, and the three Renegade Cow- 
boys were almost obscured from view. Wild 
measured the distance with his eye, and he knew 
they would have time if they kept right on. 

“Come, Et!” he shouted. “We must rescue Wil- 
liard. The fiends mean to have him trampled 
to death.” 

“That’s what they wanted to do, Wild,” the 
gir] answered, as she pressed on after him, 
holding the sorrel tighly by the rein. 

It seemed that the two horses understood what 
was required of them, for they fairly flew over 
the ground now. As Wild reached the spot and 
dismounted he saw that not even a second must 
be lost. The cattle were badly frightened now, 
and were plunging forward in a mass. 

“Take care of the horses, Et,”” he cried, as he 
leaped to the side of Williard. 

“Save me!” Job Williard cried. 
Young Wild West.” 

But it was not necessary for him to tell the 
boy what to do. He went at his work and did it 
quickly and well. Arietta held the horses while 
Wild cut the ranchman’s bonds. The herd of 
steers was getting dangerously close, and thret- 
ened to trample them to death. 

“Get on the white horse, Mr. Williard,” our 
hero said, as he half dragged the man across the 
short place that intervened. 

Stooping low to the ground, he gave him a 
boost and set him astride the animal’s back. 

“Ride for life!” he shouted and then, with the 
quickness of a cat, he landed upon the sorrel’s 
back behind Arietta. Away went the two horses, 
the cattle coming within twenty feet of them. 

But Wild knew they were saved, and taking a 
course almost straight ahead, he rode forward 
with his double burden, the ranchman following 
closely. 

Crack! crack! Two shots rang out, and the 
brave boy heard the hum of the bullets. He saw 
the three villains riding almost across the path 
they had taken, and then it was that his re- 
volver came into play. 

Crack! He fired and Cricket threw up his arms 
and rolled from the saddle. 

Crack! A second villain bit the dust. Bob 
Jacket was riding hard now, for the other two 
horses turned and ran almost directly- ahead 
of the frightened cattle. The young deadshot 


“Hurry up, 


J 


After we have ~ 
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glanced over his shoulder and found that the 
steers were not gaining upon them 

“Keep a little to the right, Mr.  Williard?” he 
called out. 

The ranchman answered with a nod of his 
head, and directed his horse that way. They had 
barely got out of the track of the advancing 
cattle when they swept by with a rush. Mean- 
while Bob Jacket was riding for his life. 

“Et,” said the young deadshot, calmly, “I am 
going to Jeave you here. You can help the ranch- 
man catch one of the horses. His own must be 
somewhere about.” 

“All right, Wild,” the girl answered, and then 
as the sorel came to a walk she dropped from the 
saddle. The young deadshot then started in 
pursuit of the leader of the Renegade Cowboys. 
He meant to get him, alive or dead now. Jacket 
had taken a course straight across the range, 
though it was doubtful if he had any particular 
ldea in doing so. All he was thinking of just 
then was to make his escape. But there was still 
plenty of fight in him. With Young Wild West 
on his back, Spitfire dashed forward like the wind. 
The boy spoke to him rather sharply, and the 
speed was instantly increased. 

The noble animal threw back his ears and ran 
for all he was worth. Gradually Wild gained 
upon the fugitives. A smile of satisfaction 
shone upon his handsome face now, for he knew 
the race would not last very long. Never yet had 
he seen the horse who could get away from the 
sorrel stallion. Nearer and nearer he came to 
the villain, and finally a distance of less than a 
hundred yards separated them. Bob Jacket 
must have realized that his chance to get away 
was hopeless, for suddenly he turned in the 
saddle and began firing. The bullets went all 
around the dashing boy, but never once did he 
slacken the speed of his horse. 

“He wants me mighty bad, I reckon,” he mut- 
tered, between his clenched teeth. “Well, I sup- 
pose there is only one way to settle this business, 
and that is to drop him. If I let him keep on 
firing, one of the bullets will surely hit me. Here 
goes!” 

Up went his long-barreled Smith & Wesson, 
and taking a careful aim he pulled the trigger. 

Crack! As the report rang out, Bob Jacket 
clutched his side, while his head fell back. He 
sat in the saddle for the space of more than a 
second, and then backward he pitched and fell 
to the ground, his horse galloping away. 

“I reckon that wilk be about all,” said our 
hero, shrugging his shoulders and shaking his 

head. “I either had to get him, or'he would have 
got me. ‘Well, I suppose it is just as well for 
him to die that way as to be hanged, which sure- 
ly would have been his fate if the ranchman and 
cowboys once got hold of him.” i 

The boy now turned and looked back to where 
he had left his sweetheart. When he saw her 
riding forward, leading a horse, he gave a nod 
of satisfaction. 

“Brave little girl!” he muttered, “I didn’t have 
a chance to ask her how it was the villains hap- 
pened to catch her, but it seems that it all hap- 
pened for the best, after all. I may have been 
able to rescue the ranchman alone, but her help 
me iene just the same, and it has turned out 
all right 


- Jim Dart followed. 
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At this juncture Job Williard came riding up. 

is face was still pale, but the gleam of satis- 
faction that shone from his eyes told his feelings 
just then. 

“Young Wild West,” said he, as he brought his 
horse to a halt before the young deadshot, “I 
don’t know how I’m goin’ ter thank yer for 
savin’ my life.” ” 

“Don’t bother to do it, Mr. Williard,” was the 
smiling reply. “I am just as happy aboutsit as 
you a ” 

fI don’t hardly think yer are, but yer do seem 
ter be mighty pleased over it, anyhow. Shake 
hands.” 
~ “Certainly.” 

«Jf ever I kin do a good turn for yer I want 
So you have got ther whole gang, 


“Well, here are three of them. That is all that 
is left of the seven, you know. The fellow called 
Jimmy got his medicine back among the rocks 
there. He did his best to drop me, so I let him 
have a bullet and put an end to him.” 

“This is what I call mighty good. Did yer git 
ther money they stole from Judson?” 

“That’s so. We forgot all about that,” ac 
Dart spoke up 

“Bob Taka. had it in his pocket,” said the man 
who had pleaded so hard for his life. 

“Well, I reckon it won’t take long to get it, 
g Wild answered. “But how is it that’ the 

mey was not divided amoung you?” 
e said he would divide it after we got to our 
hidin’-place in ther gully.” 

“Oh, I see! Well, he never got as far as that, 
so the division could not be made: We will all 


‘ride over to where he lies dead. Then I reckon 


we'll soon get the money.” 


Cheyenne Charlie did not wait another second, 
but at ence rode back over the range. All but 
He thought it useless to 
lead the prisoners that far, so he remained there 
with them. Meanwhile, the worst of the stam- 
pede was over, for some of the cattle could be 
seen at a halt near the piece of timber. Cheyenne 
Charlie was the first to reach the spot where the 
fallen leader lay. Bob Jacket was dead, for 
Young Wild West’s aim had been true. The bul- 
let had pierced his heart. The scout quickly went 
through his pockets and took all the money he 
could find. Some of it no doubt had belonged to 
the villain, but this made no difference just then. 
He hastily counted it over as the rest rode up. 

ere’s a little over a thousand dollars here, 
Wild,” he said. 

“Ts that so? Well, that is a little more than 
Judson lost, according to what he said. But it 
is all right. We’ll take it back, and he can have 
what belongs to him. The rest will have to be 
turned over to the sheriff, or some one else, when 
a report of what has happened is given.” 

“Are we goin’ ter leave this dead galoot here? 


9» 


` Williard asked. 


“I reckon Judson’s cowboys can vick up ther 
dead ones,” Cheyenne Charlie answered. “They 
oughter be willin’ ter bury ’em, I think.” ~ 

“Yes, we'll let Judson attend to that. Come on. 
Let’s get over to his ranch as soon as we can. 
He should have showed up by this time.” 

As they started to ride off to rejoin Jim and 
the prisoner, a whoop sounded from off to the 
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right, and then the very man they were talking 
of appeared with a bunch of cowboys. As they 
reached the scene, Wild held up his hand and 
exclaimed: 

“Well, it’s all over, gentleman. We have »ut 
the finish to the Renegade Cowboys, all right. 
Four of them are dead, and here are the other 
three.” 

Judson fairly screamed with delight. 

- “Did yer git Bob Jacket?” he asked. 

“He was the last one to drop, Mr. Judson. 
Charlie, just give the gentleman the money that 
was stolen from his house.” 

“How much was it?” the scout asked, as he 
produced the'wallet and bag he had taken from 
the dead villain’s pockets. 

“Nine hundred and twelve dollars ter ther 
very cent.” 

“Well, thére’s more than that here, but that’s 
jest what’s in their wallet, so I reckon it’s 
yours. Here yer are, Judson.” 

“Thank you!” cried the delighted ranchman. 
“I had some doubt. about ever gittin’ hold of that 
boodle again, but it seems that you fellers knows 
just how to do things.” 

“PI keep ther rest until we find who’s then 
rightful owner of it,” said Cheyeene Charlie. “It 
ain’t likely that Jacket had any relations around -= 
here, so I s’pose it will have to be turned over to 
an officer of ther law.” 

“Yes, you keep it till I send word over to ther 
settlement. Then some one will come over to ther 
ranch mighty quick to see what’s been goin’ on. 
Hooray! I reckon ther weddin’ is goin’ ter take 
place in proper fashion, after all.” 

The cowboys broke into a cheer and our friends 
joined in, Arietta waving her hat and shouting 
as lustily as any of the rest. The ride back to 
the ranch was made in due time, the cowboys re- 
maining to straighten up the herd of cattle. It 
was near nightfall when they got there, and 
when Mrs. Judson and the bride-to-be saw them 
coming they ran out and waved their hands in 
the way of a welcome. They were followed from 
the house by a young man, who seemed to be 
overjoyed when he saw there were three prisoners 
in the party. 

“That’s Buck Miles, my intended son-in-law,” 
said Judson. “A fine young feller he is, too. I 
yani ter introduce him to you first, Young Wi ild 

est.” 


“All right, Mr. Judson,” the boy answered with 
a laugh. “Have it- any way you like. I am al- 
ways glad to meet good fellows.” 

As they rode up and came to a halt, Judson 
called out: 

“Come here, Buck. I want ter make you-ac- 
quainted with Young Wild West, ther boy what 
saved our neighbor’s life a little while ago. But 
he done more than that, too, for he shot Bob 
Jacket, an’ I’ve got back ther money what was 
stole from my house to-day. Hooray! Eyery- 
body jine in.” 

While the cheering was going on the young 
cowboy who was soon to be the husband of pretty 
jane Judson came forward and gripped hands 
with the dashing young deadshot. The girl fairly 
cried with delight when she learned how things 
had turned out, while the mother turned her at- 
tention.to the three prisoners and began to be~ 
rate them. She called them everything she 
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could think of, and declared that she had not the 
least pity for them, and hoped they would be 
hanged. Then it was that the man who had been 
pleading before burst into tears and called upon 
her to save him. This was a little too much for 
the irate woman’s feelings, and she turned and 
ran into the house, not caring to hear him talk 
about his poor mother. Our friends remained 
at the ranch until things were in pretty good or- 
der, and then Wild nodded to Williard and said: 

“Well, I reckon we had better ride over home 
now. We want to take a little rest, so we will be 
on hand for the wedding to-morrow.” 

A few minutes later, Wild and his partners, 
with Arietta and Williard, mounted their horses 
and rode away from Judson’s ranch, leaving a 
happy gathering there. Judson ‘had promised 
to send a man to the settlement that evening to 
notify the deputy sheriff of what had happened. 
He was going to keep the three prisoners until 
they were claimed by the deputy, he said. After 
advising him not to let the cowboys take venge- 
ance upon them, and having received the as- 
surance that such would not be the case, our hero 
rode away, with Arietta at his side. They reached 
the Do Well Ranch in due time, and while they 
_ sat at the supper-table the story of what had 

happened during the afternoon was told over and 
over again. Mrs. Williard and her daughters 
were delighted at the way Young Wild West had 
attended to the Renegade Cowboys. There were 
tears in their eyes when they thanked the young 
deadshot for his timely rescue of the ranchman, 
too. But the boy merely smiled and declared that 
it was nothing. 

“I am happy to say that I have many times 
been able to render just such a service as I did 
to Mr. Williard,” he said. “It seems that I am 
generally on time when anything like -that hap- 
pens. But we must not forget the part that Ari- 
etta played in the game.* She has told me that 
she felt so uneasy and could not help tvinking 
something was wrong with some of us that she 
rode out upon the range. I think it is just as 
well that she did so, for things would not surely 
have turned out the same as they did if she had 
remained here at the house.” 


“Three cheers for Young Wild West!” shouted 
the ranchman, as he leaped to his feet, and held 
a cup of coffee over his head. 

Every one cheered this time, for it seemed 
that they all felt that the girl had played a great 
part in the defeat of the Renegade Cowboys. It 
was a very pleasant evening that was spent at 
the ranch, and it was rather late when our 
friends retired to rest, after what might be 
termed a strenuous day. They took things easy 
the following day until it came time to ride over 
to Judson’s, ranch to attend the wedding. Wild 
decided to take Hop with them, so the Chinaman 
rode along, attired in a new silk blouse that had 
just as many pockets in it as the one he usually 
wore. In the pockets were all sorts of things to 
amuse and mystify the guests at the wedding, for 
Hop knew he would certainly be called upon to 
show his cleverness at performing feats of magic. 
By the time our friends arrived at the ranch 
several other guests were there, and they could 
be seen coming from all directions, some on horse- 
back and others riding in the buckboards hat 


ss 
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.were so common to that region. 


_ guests. 
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True to his 
schedule, Judson had the beef stew in readiness. 
“Beef stew first, an’ then ther festivities!” he 
exclaimed. “Everything is lovely, an’ ther goose 
hangs high. Ther three galoots what’s left out 
of ther Renegade Cowboys is over at the settle- 
ment in ther lock-up, an’ Young Wild West is 
here ter tell ther story of how they was caught. 
Whet their appetites for ther stew, ladies an’ 
gentse This is ther first time there’s ever been - 
a weddin’ at this here ranch, an’ you kin bet 
your life that it’s goin’ ter be a genuine one.” 

He was cheeréd roundly for this, and then the 
guests filed in and sat down to the beef stew. It 
was a rather savory dish, so nearly all of them 
ate heartily, though it is possible that some might 
have set their hearts upon some of the sweets 
that were to be brought before them later on. 
The parson was on hand, and so was an old man 
from the settlement with his violins Dancing 
started up as soon as the table had been cleared, 
and after a few sets had been gone through 
eight o’clock was at hand. The knot was duly 
tied and the blushing bride and groom were con- 
gratulated in true Western fashion. Then it was 
that the fun began in earnest. After several 
more dances, Hop was brought forward, and for 
nearly an hour he amused and mystified them 
with his clever tricks. It seemed to be a fitting 
ending to the round«up of the Renegade Cowboys. 
Nearly all the conversation was about what had 
happened, anyhow, and Young Wild West and 
Arietta received more congratulations than they 
cared for just then, for it was seldom that they 
had a chance to get away from the enthusiastic 
uest After the supper was served the fes- 
tivities were resumed again, and it was daylight 
when the last of the guests had taken their de- 
parture. Our friends were among the last to 
leave, and as they rode home with Williard and 
his wife and daughters they told them that they 
would remain another day at their ranch, and 
then set out in search of further adventures. 

“I reckon there won’t be anything exciting 
going on around here for some time to come,” 
our hero said, with a smile. “It seems that we 
happened this way just in about the right time. 
I am very glad I was able to rescue you, Mr. 
Williard, and-I sincerely hope that you will never 
get into such a plight again as long as you live.” 

“I hope ther same way as you do, Young Wild 
West,” was the fervent reply. “If ever you’re 
in need of anything jest call on me.~ I expect ter 
have a little money in a year or two from now,\ 
an’ it might be that I’ll be able ter help yer out 
some time.” 

“Well, I thank you for saying that, but I 
hardly think I will ever have to call upon you for 
financial aid. I am very happy to say that I 
have an income which is more than I can spend, 
so you know what that means.” ” = 

“Good boy! I wouldn’t begrudge you if you 
was makin’ a million a day.” - 

A pleasant day of rest was put in by Young 
Wild West and his friends at the Do Well Ranch,- 
and then after a good night’s sléep, they left the 
Williards and set out southward. 


Next week’s issue will. contain “YOUNG 
WILD WEST BETRAYED BY A GREASERg. 
or, SEALED IN AN AZTEC TOMB.” ? a3 
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CURRENT NEWS 


PETRIFIED “AGATE TREE” USED AS A 
BRIDGE 


The greatest wonder of the Petrified Forest is 
the agate bridge. This is a huge tree trunk, 100 
feet long, spanning a 60-foot chasm, says Na- 
ture Magazine. The entire tree is made up of 
agates, jaspers, chalcedony and other highly col- 
ored and handsome stones. In the canyon directly 
below the agate bridge is a pool of water and 
oug it grow the only trees in the whole coun- 
Yy. 


POODLE PICKS OUT OWNER 


A French poodle decided its own case in the 
Englewood Court, Chicago, enacting the final 
meno which determined: the ownership of the 
og. 

Judge Barasa set the stage He stood at one 
end of the courtroom holding the poodle while 
Mrs. Albert“ Evers, No. 6208 South Rockwell 
street, and Mrs. Mary Creighton, No. 6147 South 
Rockwell street, stood anxiously at the other end. 
Mrs. Creighton said the dog’s name was Dixie, 
- while Mrs Evers claimed the poodle as Tootsie. 
At a signal the judge released the dog. Dixie- 


Tootsie first ran to Mrs Creighton, sniffed and 
then to Mrs. Evers 
“Tootsie it shall be,’ ordered Judge Barasa. 


. 


PAINTING IN LIGHT ON THE RIVER 
THAMES 


From London comes an interesting news item 
describing a new conception in art—painting in 
light. F. Gregory Brown, an English poster art- 
ist, proposes te use the blackness of night as his 
background, colored incendescent lights as his 
pigments, and the smooth surface of the Thames 
as the canvas upon which his creations will be 
reflected. 

“The idea was born from the riot of colored 
lights in Piccadilly Cireus,” said Mr. Brown re- 
cently. “This uncontrolled. anarchy of color, I 
thought, was merely the first stage. Why should 
it not be brought within the rules of harmony in 
line as well as color; why not pictures painted 
in light as well as pigment?” 

It is reported in the Edison Monthly that thous- 
ands of pounds are to be spent on the scheme and 
that when completed it will be one of the sights 
of the world. 


A BIG CHANGE IN 


“MOVING PICTURE STORIES” 


Magnificent Art-Work Covers in Sepia — Handsome Sepia 

inside illustrations — Twice as many and better pictures 

than before — Intimate talks with the greatest picture 

stars — Splendid stories of the very best film plays — And 
all sorts of news from the studios 


TAKE NOTICE! 


If you thought “Moving Picture Stories” 
Improved 100 per cent. in every department. 


the past, you ought to see it now! 


was a bright, sparkling little magazine in 
The 


big portraits of actresses, the zippy short articles and up-to-date interviews make it 


doubly interesting. No room here to tell you all the good things it contains, 


Just 


buy a copy and you will be delighted at all you get for 7 cents. 


. The Number Out Today Is a Dandy! 


-- Don’t Miss 


It --- 


FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS 
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GOING IT ALONE 


— Or, — 


A BOY WITHOUT A HOME 


By DICK ELLISON 


(A SERIAL STORY) 


CHAPTER XII.— (Continued). 

One of the men gave a yell of warning to the 
others. The miner had been knocked unconscious 
to the ground. The ruffians knew that if they at- 
tempted to*remain there and go through his per- 
san they might be shot, so they gave up the at- 
tempt for the time and dashed into the cover o 
the ledger about. ? 

Tom meantime again changed his position and 
fired rapidly. It seemed to the would-be robbers 
that they were partly surrounded and by a num- 
ber, so they took a panic and ran away into the 
depths of the pass. Tom was wary and did not at 
once show himself. 

He repeatedly changed his position, firing all 
the while at random. He was sure that he had 
succeeded in wounding two of the gang. 

It was dusk and darkness would shut down in 
a very few minutes. ‘He considered this and de- 
cided to wait until it was dark enough in the de- 
file to venture down to the spot where the insen- 
sible miner was. j 

In the meantime he kept up his tactics, firing 
occasionally ard always from different points. But 
he did not once expose himself. 

Time went by. There was now no answer to 
his shots and he at last was assured that the gang 
had given up the game. He, however, would not 
expose himself until the shadows were so thick 
in the pass that he could not be seen by any of 
the gang that might be in hiding. 

Then he ventured to descend to the bottom of 
the pass and made his way carefully to the spot 
where the miner lay. He did not know but that 
“he was dead, as he had not as yet revived. Tom 
cautiously reached the side of the unconscious 
man and found quickly by placing his ear to his 
breast that he was still alive. 

With joy he picked him up on his shoulders. 
He was light and small of frame and Tom had 
little difficulty in carrying him. He made his way 
among the boulders and climbed the ledge until 
he reached a place among them where he felt sure 
that he was safe. Then he proceeded to take all 
means in his power to revive the unconscious man. 
It required a long time, but at last, after finding 
water at a spring in the ledges, he was rewarded 
by hearing his groan, and at last he mumbled a 
few words. Tom spoke to him, saying in a low 
tone: 

“Arouse yourself, sir! You are safe. There is 

` no danger now.” : 

Gradually the injured man came to. Atat 
night Tom remained by his side in the hiding 
place, and when at last morning came he was de- 
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lighted to have him sitting up and recovering 
rapidly. 

There was an ugly cut on his brow where he 
had been struck, and he was dazed and ill. But 
he was able to tell Tom that his home was not far 
away in a shack in the hills, where he lived quite 
alone. 


Tom carried him thither on his back. There 
he put him to bed on the single cot in the cabin 
and watched over him all that day. In fact, he 
remained there for almost a week and nursed 
the old miner untill he was able to get out once 
more. : 

Joseph Nestor, which was his name, was a sim- 
ple-minded and kindly old_hermit. He had all his 
life been one of those wandering prospectors who 
hunt gold, hoping that the day will come when 
they will make the strike that will win great for- 
tune. 

“You are a good boy,” he said, looking into 
Tom’s eyes with searching manner. “I caw see 
that by your face. To think that you should 
take the pains to save the life of an old man like 
me and that you would then give your time to 
nurse me thus. I shall never forget you and 
heaven will reward you. Tell me your name and 
what you are doing here.” 

“My name is Tom Arnold, and I came here to 
prospect for gold.” 

The old man looked keenly at him. 

“There is better business for you than that,” he 
said kindly. “Look at me. The gold fever has 
been the curse of my life. I have given up all for 
it. If, after all this lifetime of hunting for an 
El Dorado I should me rewarded, I would not ` 
know what to do with the fortune. It would do 
me little good at my/age of life. I warn you of 
all this, young man.” 

“I thank you,” said Tom, with a smile, but I am 
determined to seek forit all the same.” 

“Have you a home and folks?” 

Tom shook his head. `^ 

“I have not a living relative,” he said. 
out for myself. Iam going it alone.” 

For a few moments the hermit looked at Tom. 
Then he seemed satisfied, for he drew a deep 
breath, and said: 


“Tell me your story, boy. I am strangely in- 
terested in you.” 


Tom was drawn to old Joe Nestor’greatly and 
he was willing to tell him all. There was a long 
and- friendly talk, and at the end of it the old 
hermit said: : 

“I like you, lad. I have said that I am done 
with the world. But if you will hitch up with me 
we will prospect together. There is nothing that 
I don’t know about the game.. You probably .do 
not even know how to wash-eut the gold.” 

“That is true,” said Tom. “I shall be only too 
glad to become pards with you, sir.” 

And this was how it‘ came about that Tom 
Arnold, the orphan boy, went into partnership 
with old Joe Nestor, He took up his abode there 
at the cabin of the hermit, and the old man taught 
him all about the art of washing the gold from 
the dirt, or sands, and also many other things 
about the seeking of gold. 


(To be continued.) 
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ALLIGATOR TIES UP NEW ORLEANS 
TRAFFIC 

Traffic stopped at Camp and Gravier streets 
the other afternoon at 6.30 when an alligator five 
feet long waddled across the street. It paid no 
attention to traffic signals. Traffic Policeman 
John Kent tried to stop the saurian but he wad- 
dled on. A rope was secured, The ’gator was 
lassoed. ` 

Then great crowds gathered while he was 
hoisted into a patrol wagon. At headquarters 
Supt. Molony knew not what to do with him. None 
of the zoos wanted him. Finally a contractor 
agreed to give him a home. 


TWO DWARFED SONS HID IN MANSION 
- An inventory of the household effects of a 
Granada composer, Ladipo, who died recently, 
revealed the existence of two of the strangest 
beings Spain has seen in years. Ladipo lived 
-with his servants. 

Authorities discovered the musician had two 
sons, each 3 feet 1 inch tall, their bodies per- 
feetly proportioned, but with small heads. They 
spoke feebly, like voices far away. 

The servants said the dwarfs; Jose and Fer- 
nando, forty-two and forty years old, had never 
been outside of the big house, do not know how to 
eat humanly, have no notion of time and cannot 
read. = 

Senor Lapido concealed them because he was 
ashamed of their deformity, it is believed. If 
given proper instruction they will be normal. 


ZOO ELEPHANT HAILS HER RETURNED 
MAHOUT 


Last year, on Good Friday, Indirani, the Zoo’s 
largest riding elephant, received in the year 1920 
as a gift from the Maharajah of Cooch Behar, 
went on strike, refusing to obey the orders of her 
‘English keepers. As the elephant was only stub- 
-þorn and not vicious it was decided to import a 
mahout from India to see what could be done with 
her. The result of this experiment was surpris- 
ingly successful, for the native succeeded within 
a few days in obtaining a perfect command over 
the animal. Last autumn the mahout departed 
for his native land. Since his departure the ele- 

hant has been exercised by her white keeper and 
Fe behaved in an exemplary manner. To guard 
againstia recurrence of bad behavior on her part 
this summer the Zoo authorities arranged for a 
return visit of the mahout. The welcome he re- 
ceived from Indirani was quite extraordinary, the 
elephant going mad with: joy on the appearance 
of her former master. So pleased was she that 
eventually she became ill with excitement. 


STEEPLEJACK’S LIFE SAVED BY 
one FIREMAN 
For three hours and twenty minutes Art 


Campbell, steeplejack, hung to a slender scant- 
ling seventy feet above the ground inside a 120- 


foot smokestack of the Sioux City Brick and 
Tile Company, after a scaffold on which he had 
been working crashed to the earth below. 

Momentarily the scantling threatened to give 
way, while firemen worked to save Campbell’s 
life. While they worked a forty-mile gale threat- 
ened to blow their ladders from the. stack and . 
spectators far below shouted up to them to aban- 
don their efforts before they were swept from the 
giant chimney, to certain death. 

Ladders, lengthened out to the -full extent, 
failed to reach the top of the stack. Attempts 
bist — to ea: ropes over the top of the 
chimney, but the high win "i r ; 
on mney, | atten g d carried the ropes 

The ladders were then shortened until they 
reached a point six feet above the point where 
Campbell clung. for life, and the firemen chisled 
a hole through the brick wall, sixteen inches thick. . 
As the chisel broke through the thick wall the 
firemen heard Campbell say, “Thank God.” A 
rope was thrust through the aperture and the 
steeplejack lowered to the bottom of the pit. 

When the steeplejack was taken from the pit it 
was found that his arms were numb from -the 
hours of clinging to the scantling. 


——————— —— 
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INTERESTING RADIO NEWS 


RADIO FOR LEPERS 


Off Porto Rico, on Cabras Island, the lepers are 
quarantined and lead a dreary life, as they may 
not communicate with the outside world, but now 
things have changed, and the outside world is 
brought to them by means of radio. When it 
was being adjusted there never was a more ‘in- 
terested lot of spectators. Rev. Charles B. Bare 
and two assistants put it up in the clubhouse of 
the island, and when the “loud ne pel 1S ad- 

ed the listeners will be able to hear concerts, 
lectures and everything else in all the large cities 
of the United States. The superintendent of the 
island says there will be seats enough for all, so 
that they may be comfortable while enjoying the 
concerts. 


SHOULD RECEIVERS BE RATED IN OHMS? 


The policy of selling headsets on the strength 
of their direct-current resistance is held to be 
wrong by many radio engineers. It is claimed 
that the average 2,000-ohm headset is as sensi- 
tive; and in many instances even more so, than 
the receiver with a resistance of 4,000 ohms. 
Radio receivers should be rated by their impe- 
dance. The impedance varies, of course, with the 
frequency of the current. One well-known head- 
set manufacturer has taken as a standard 1,000 
cycles, and at this frequency his headsets have 
an impedance of 22,000 ohms. It has been found 
that this is the resistance of the average crystal 
or tube circuit. This in itself, however, does not 
guarante the efficiency of a headset, since there 
are many other requirements and features that 
determine the operating efficiency and sensitive- 
ness of the radio headset. 


THE RADIOTRON UV-201-A 


The Radiotron UV-201-A is an improved high 
vacuum tube suitable for detection, radio-am- 
plification. It contains the new thoriated tung- 
sten filament, the characteristics of which are 
long life, low power consumption and low operat- 
ing temperature, and it consumes only one-quar- 
ter of an ampere (0.26 ampere). If the filament 
voltage is supplied by a six-volt battery, the re- 
sistance of the filament rheostat should be at 
least four ohms. It will be noted that the cur- 
rent consumption is very low; in fact, five tubes 
of the UV-201-A may be operated with the same 
expenditure of energy as is generally called for 
by a single tube of standard type. The UV-201- 
A, however, is microphonic and should be mounted 
on‘ cushion or spring supports to prevent noise 
from vibration. The life: of this new tube is 
usually ended by a decrease in electron emission. 
This is indicated by an increase in the filament 
voltage required for satisfactory operation. 


MAN MADE LIGHTNING | 


Four hundred electrical engineers who were at- 
tending the spring meeting of the American In- 


stitute of Electrical Engineers at Pittsburgh were 
startled recently while visiting the Westinghouse 
New High Voltage Testing Laboratory at Traf- 
ford when 1,000,000 volts were shot into two brass 
spheres placed several feet apart. The unex- 
pected display and its resulting blinding flash 
similar to a streak of lightning out of a clear sky 
and the crashing noise, man-made thunder which 
could be heard a mile away, nearly knocked sey- 
eral of the engineers off their feet. ; 

A wonderful illuminating effect was next pro- 
duced by drawing a high voltage arc over a dis- 
tance of 25 feet; this demonstration, which lasted 
for three minutes, lighted up the entire labora- 
tory. 

The laboratory is equipped with 1,000,000 and 
500,000 volts testing transformers, and appa- 


* yatus for testing electrical apparatus and insula- 


tion under the most unfavorable climatic and in- 
stallation conditions. 


CARE FOR YOUR RADIO TUBES 


The radio fan is ap* to experience disappoint- 
ment when he finds that the high voltage leads 
from the “B” battery have been accidentally con- 
nected across the filament posts of his receiver 
and one or more tubes are burned out. 

Although the normal life of the average Radio- 
tron filament is considerably more than 1,000 
hours, it requires but an instant to destroy this 
delicate filament when excessive voltages are ap- 
plied to the terminals. 

When filaments are shorted across a twenty, 
forty or sixty-volt batterv in new condition, the 
“burn-out” requires but a fraction of a second 
and unless the user happens to be inspecting the 
tube at the instant of the flash, the damage 
would not be discovered until the set was used 
again., It is a very easy matter to protect tube 
filaments by either of the following means: 

Insert a 100-ohm (non-inductive) resistance 
for each 22-volt block of “B” battery in the cir- 
cuit next to the positive'terminal of the “B” bat- 
tery. This resistance may be left permanently 
in the circuit without any effects whatsoever in 
the normal life of the receiving set. 

Probably the most convenient form of resist- 
ance is-a 25-watt, 110-volt tungsten lamp, which 
will provide sufficient protection for plate volt- 
ages up to and including 100 volts. This resist- 
ance automatically increases with the current so 
as to act, in effect, as a protective ballast lamp. 


RADIO DRAMA 


Philadelphians and those who listen in to the 
Philadelphia stations had an opportunity recently 
to hear a real “radio drama’”—one written es- 
pecially for broadcasting. The play, a three-act 
melodrama, “The Secret Wave,” was written. by 
Clyde Agnew Criswell, who, with Walter Green- 
ough, developed the “radio drama technique.” It 
was broadcast from WDAR. ; 


t 
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“When the moving picture was invented it was 
found that dramas written for the stage were not 
suited for filming,” Mr. Greenough says; “a new 
technique had to be developed before the motion 
picture industry could go forward. It is the saffie: 
with radio. ; A new way of writing had to be.de- 
veloped before radio dramas could be as complete 
and entertaining as the legitimate stage and the 
moving picture have become. 

“The difficulty the moving picture had to over- 
come was the inability of the players to speak; 
with radio the difficulty is to supply scenery. Sev- 
eral plays have been broadcast by various sta- 
tions successfully because it has been left entirely 
to the listener’s imagination to build scenery to 
fit the words coming through his head phones. 

“But it is possible to use the voices of the 
speakers to show the scenery as well as to carry 
on the action of the play, and, in addition, to take 
advantage of many things not possible on the 
stage or in the films. For instance, the dialogue 
can continue from scene to scene, a thing not pos- 
sible on the stage. 

WGY, Schenectady, has broadcast several 
plays, but these were all plays intended for the 
stage and not for the studio. The local stations 
have broadcast several plays direct from the 
stage, and there is no doubt of the popularity of 
radio entertainment. 


RADIO AND RAIN 


Since the announcement in February that army 
aviators flying over McCook Field, near Dayton, 
Ohio, had succeeded in dispelling clouds by means 
of electrically-charged particles of sand, consid- 
erable discussion has been rampant about the abil- 
ity of man to control the elemental forces of fogs, 
clouds and rain. The theory advanced by Prof. 
Wilder D. Bancroft of Cornell Universitly and L. 
Francis Warren, who devised the method used 
by the army aviators, has never been actually dis- 
proved. Neither has it been proved to the sat- 
isfaction of all scientists. It was devised upon 
the assumption that spraying the minute drops 
charged sand would cause negatively charged 
of water which form clouds with positively 
drops to coalesce. 

The experiments have been carried on by the 
army air service and attention is called to the fact 
that the service has not been interested in caus- 
ing rain but in dispelling fogs from landing fields. 
The clouds attacked by the aviators have con- 
tained very little moisture, so it has never been 
scientifically established that the method would 
actually cause rain. 

Almost all of the United States has been 
treated (or subjected, depending upon your point 
of view) to excessive rainfall during the past 
year. Last summer brought more than the aver- 
age amount of rainfall and the past winter has 
brought to the East, at least, an unusual amount 
os snowfall. The theory has been advanced that 
the extensive use of radio nas brought about a 
super-charged condition in tne upper strata of 
atmosphere and as so affected the clouds as to 
cause excessive rain and snow fall. Whether or 
not the theory is correct, we do not know. It has 
never been scientifically proved. The experiences 
of the army aviators would lead to the conclu- 
sion that an electrical disturbance in the atmos- 


phere has some effect- upon moisture. Experi- 
ments have been condiicted in an effort to broad- 
cast electrical power by radio. It is not alto- 
gether impossible to believe that at some future 
time this method of power transmission may be 
as common as the present-day method. It is not 
altogether impossible that the same future may 
see vast acreages of untillable soil rendered cul- 
tivatable by an electrification of the air by power 
transmitted by radio. 5 


A GOOD HOOK-UP 

It is unfortunate that not a few of the hook- 
ups diagrammed by experts for amateurs either 
havè left out some essential point or the drawing 
is so sketchy that the poor amateur is driven 
back and forth from his apparatus to the retailer, 
to the “immediate” profit of the latter unless he 
be especially scrupulous. 3 


As has been indicated in more than one high- 


grade periodical devoted to the radio industry, 
this profit of the dealer is only immediate for un- 
scrupulous members of the trade can kill the 
goose which lays the golden eggs—and a careful 
survey of conditions has brought about the con- 
clusion that the goose is already gasping. 

A hook-up for one step of radio frequency 
amplification is perhaps the most generally in- 
teresting problem for the amateur who has got 
beyond his first plunge into radio development. 


Of the many which have been outlined during the | 


past month there is printed herewith a descrip- 
tive diagram, planneed by one of the editors of 
the Radio News. 

Place three UV-201 lamps in a row, the F’s 
toward you. Between the first and second place 
a radio frequency amplifying transformer and 
put an audio frequency amplifier between the 
second and third lamps. Leave a one-inch space 
between each of them. Place a rheostat a few 
inches in front of each lamp. One wire from the 
tuner is connected to the G on the lamp. Run a 
wire from the P to the primary of the radio 
transformer. A wife run from the secondary 
to the g on the middle lamp, and another from 
the P to primary g of the audio transformer. 
From the secondary a wire goes to the g on the 
last lamp and one side of the phone is connected 
to a wire from the P on the last lamp. 

Next run a wire from due F to the first rheos- 
tat and connect the second tuner lead to this 
wire. Then run a wire from the second F to the 
positive pole of a 6-volt battery. Tap in a wire 
on this lead, run it eighth and tap in a wire to it 
from each of the other two rheostats. 

Next run a wire from the primary of the radio 
transformer to the negative of a B battery and a 
line from the positive of the audio transformer 


to the same battery. From the second secondary | 


of the radio transformer run a wire down and tap 
into the lead between the lamp F and the secon- 
dary rheostat. Run a line from the second secon- 
dary on the audio transformer to the line between 
the last rheostat and the F on the third lamp, 
and solder it. The other phone wire is fastened 
to the negative of the B battery. Now a wire 
runs down from each remaining F on the lamps™ 
to the positive of the A battery and the circuit 
is complete. Attached to a one-lamp set this 
hook-up will give three stages of amplification, 


“S 


26 
WILD WEST. WEEKLY 

NEW YORK, JUNE 29, 1923 
TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS 

Bingle dipr.: Ee enS ae copes Postage Froe 7 Cente 

One Copy Three Months..... a L 90 Cents 

Ono Copy Kix Months........ J beg $1.75 

One Copy One Year.........- = z 8.50 


Canada, $4.00; Foreign, $4.50. 


HOW TO SEND MONEY — At our risk send P. O, 
Money Order, Check or Registered Letter; remittances 
in any other way are at your risk. We accept Postage 
Stumps the same as cash. When sending silver wrap 
arate piece of paper to avoid cutting 
rite your name and address plainly, 
to 


the Cotm in a se 
the parao ye 
Address letters 


Barry E. Wolff, Pres. 
Charies E. Nylander, Sec. 
kK F. Wiisin, Treas. 


Publisher, Ince., 


HARRY E. WOLFF, 
be W. 28d St., N. Y. 


ITEMS OF INTEREST 


LARGEST CHIMNEY IN ENGLAND 
The largest chimney in the British Isles is to 
be erected at Coventry. It is to be 365 feet high. 
The world’s highest chimney is at Great Falls, 
Mont., standing 506 feet above its foundations. 


GIANT NEW ZEALAND TREE 

One of the largest, if not the largest trees in 
the world has been discovered in the bush at 
Waihou, Hokianga, New Zealand. It is a huge 
kauri tree, the vast trunk rising to a height of 75 
feet before being broken by the first branch, and 
measuring 22 feet in diameter and 66 feet, or ap- 
proximately a chain, in girth. 

A well known bush expert estimates the tree 
to contain more than 195,000 superficial feet of 
timber, sufficient to build three double storied ho- 
tels of twenty rooms each from floor to ceiling. 


PLANK TELLS OF SEA LOSS 


A bit of plank tossed by the Atlantic for five 
years, drifted into St. Johns, N. B., the home port 
of the schooner E. E. Armstrong, recently, bear- 
ing a message which was believed to clear up the 
mystery of thes Armstrong’s disappearance in 
1918. 

“Lost ship and crew,” said the message carved 
on the bit of driftwood. “Capt Burns (Me.) sur- 
vives.” 3 

Capt. Burns was the commander of the missing 
schooner, last heard from near the Barbados. 
He probably did not survive long, as he never was 
heard .from after the vessel dropped from the 
high seas. 


TROUT FIGHTS FOR LIFE 35 MINUTES 

A fishing record for New York waters was 
made the other day when a nineteen-pound brown 
trout was captured in Loon Lake, near Malone, 
NAA; by A. E. Paye. The great fish gave its 
captor a long and wearing struggle before it sur- 
rendered its life. , 

Mr. Paye, one of the County Supervisors, was 
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fishing in company with E. R. Hayes of Loon 
Lake, using an Archie spinner and minnow with 
a steel rod. When the fish struck it was realized 
that a large catch was hooked, but the fishermen 
thought it was a “laker,” which sometimes reaches 
large size in these waters. They were therefore 
greatly surprised when it proved to be a brown 


- trout. 


From the moment of the strike a battle was on. 
Again and again in repeated rushes the big fish 
ran out Mr. Paye’s reel until nearly the whole 
of his line was in the water, and at times the 
tackle was under perilous strain. The struggle 
lasted thirty-five minues before the fish, in ex- 
haustion, gave up, M. Paye has entered his prize 
in a contest for a reel offered by a Malone firm. 


LAUGHS 


“Good Heavens, man; pretty badly smashed up, 
ain’t you? Anybody with you?” “Yes, the chap 
who was trying to sell me this used car.” 


He—Why do you talk continually from mornin 
until night? She—lIt’s the only time I get. f 
sleep from night till-morning. ; 


Orchestra Drummer—I’m the fastest man in 


the world. Violinist—How’s that? O. D.—Time 
flies, doesn’t it? WV.—So they say. O. D.—Well, 
I beat time. 

“Mamma, what’s in the package?” “While at 


the butcher’s, dear, I got some lights for the 
cat.” “Mamma, if I ate lights could I see in the 
dark like kitty?” 


Nurse—Why, Bobby, you selfish little boy! 
Why didn’t you give your sister a piece of your 
apple? Bobby—I gave her the seeds. She can 
plant ’em and have a whole orchard. 


Teacher—Now, boys, what creature is satisfied 
with the least amount of nourishment? Up shot 
the hand of Johnnie Thompson, the dunce of the 
class. “Well, Johnnie,” said the teacher, “and 
what creature is it?” “The moth, miss,” replied 
Johnnie, “because it only eats holes.” i 


Magistrate—Do you mean to say such a phy- 
sical wreck as your husband gave you that black 
eye? Plaintiff—Your Washup, e’ wasn’t a phy- 


sical wreck until e’ gave me the black eye. $ 


Dick’s parents are well-meaning but a trifle too 
strict, believing that “to spare the rod is to spoil 
the child.” When Dick was asked by a friend of 
the family what he would like to be when he 
grew up, he replied, readily, “An orphan.” 


Wife—I found an egg in the coal-bin this 
morning. That’s a queer placè for a hen to lay 
in. Husband—Just the place, my dear, just the 
place. Wife—Just the place? Haband Why, 
certainly. If our hens begin to lay in coal for us 
we won’t need to mind how the price goes. _ 
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HERE AND THERE 


HORNED OWLS FEAST ON YOUNG PIGS 
Horned owls are believed guilty of carrying 
off young pigs from Puget Sound ranches. The 
carcasses of several month-old pigs were recent- 
ly found in the limbs of fir trees, with full-fed 
owls sleeping away the daylight hours further 
above. The owls also carry off large salmon and 
impale them on splintered boughs of tall trees. 


COOL CHILD SAVES CHILD 

Hans, five-year-old son of. Mr. and Mrs. John 
Siverts, was saved from death in Spring Creek, 
near Golden Valley, N. D., by Carl Maxie, seven 
years old. 

Hans tumbled into the creek, which is swollen 
by the recent rains. Carl peeped over the bank 
to determine that his playmate had landed in the 
water and then ran to a point a short distance 
below, where the current cut in close to the bank. 

‘He arrived -there ahead of Hans, who soon 
came down the creck, his protruding foot giving 
the only indication of his presence. Carl grabbed 
the foot and soon had Hans on dry land, where 
neighbors revived him. 


MONUMENT TO A TREE 

Inanimate objects are not often memorialized, 
and Nebraska has gone ahead of other States 
in erecting a memorial to a tree. It is a wide 
stretch between New York and San Francisco, 
but about half way between, on the plains of Ne- 
braska, there stood, when the “forty-niners” were 
going west, a cottonwood tree, about five feet in 
diameter. It was a beauty, and the only big tree 
in an immense area, so thousands of gold seekers 
sought its grateful shade, and spread abroad the 
location for other campers who were to follow. 
It was sentinel and guide for the prairie schoon- 
ers until the Union Pacific Railroad laid its 
tracks and ran its trains. The tree finally died, 
but some of those whom it had sheltered erected 
a\ymomument which represents the trunk of a 
cottonwood and bears the inscription: “On this 
spot stood the original Lone Tree, on the old Cal- 
ifornia trail.” 


THREE OF ONE FAMILY REUNITED BY 
CHANCE 

— Fate reunited father, mother and daughter at 

the Texas and Pacific Railroad station, Fort 

Worth, Tex., after a period of eighteen years’ 

separation. Early in the morning Mary Ellis, 


eighteen, arrived in the city and asked of the - 


Travellers’ Aid to be directed to a nice hotel. 
Half an hour later the girl’s mother, from 
whom she had been separated since shortly after 
the girl’s birth, arrived in the city and asked of 
the Travellers’ Aid information concerning a cer- 
tain firm. Casually glancing over the register 
she noticed a name which appeared familiar—the 
name of her daughter. She inquired of the girl’s 
whereabouts and was directed to the hotel to 
which the girl had been sent. 
: In a few minutes mother and child were re- 
united. f 


Two hours later George Ellis, St. Louis de- 
tective, arrived in Fort Worth in search of an 
alleged girl forger. At the Travellers’ Aid office 
at the railroad station he encountered the ad- 
dress of a girl whose description resembled that 
of the girl he sought, and found that it was his 
daughter, who, however, proyed not to be the al- 


-leged forger. 


Going to the hotel, he was met by his wife. Mrs. 
Ellis fainted upon the sight of her husband, 
whom she had not seen for more than eighteen 
years. 

Later in the day, Mrs. Ellis told newspaper 
men of how her husband disappeared shortly be- 
fore the birth of her daughter from their home in 
Newport, R. I. “When the baby was born she was 
given into custody of a sister of Mr. Ellis who 
reared the child as her own. Mrs. Ellis de- 
clared that she had believed her husband dead. 

The reunited family will return to Chicago, 
where Ellis is employed.” 


THE KILLER WHALE 

A model of, the dreadful Killer—the “wolf of 
the sea’”’—is to be seen in the American Museum 
of Natural History. 5 

The Killer—or Orca—looks like a small whale 
or big dolphin. Its length varies from twenty 
to thirty feet. Its jaws are prolonged ifto a 
beak filled with strong, large teeth. Commer- 
cially, the Killer is of practically no value, its 
blubber containing little oil. It is found in al- 
most every ocean of the world, being abundant in 
Japan. 

Roy C. Andrews of the museum tells some in- 
teresting facts about the Killer in his ‘Whale 
Hunting with Gun and Camera.” Killers will ap- 
parently eat anything that swims, says Mr. 
Andews- There is a record of thirteen porpoises 
and fourteen seals being taken from the stomach 
of a 21-foot specimen. 

They set upon a young whale, baiting him like 
so many bulldogs. Some wil] lay hold of his tall 
to keep him from threshing, while others attack 
his head, until the poor creature, becoming over- 
heated, lolls out his tongue. This is what the 
Killers have been playing for. They instantly 
catch hold of his lips, and if possible, his tongue. 
They feed chiefly on the head, leaving the car- 
cass when it begins to putrefy. 

The sperm whale is probably the only marine 
animal which is more than. a match for a herd 
of Killers. The gray whale, ordinarily the clev- 
erest of all large whales, becomes so terrified 
when threatened by a Killer that he either dashes 
madly for the shore or rolls over on his back 
paralyzed with fright. ` r 

Not even ships can daunt the ferocious Killer, 
which frequently“helps whaling parties by terri- 
fying the mutual prey into non-resistance. Mr. 
Andrews testifies to an attack made on a man 
and several dogs standing ona cake of ice. 
The Killers hurled themselves from below and 
thrust their great heads through the cracks, 
snapping their jaws viciously. Fortunately, man 
and dogs were just. out of reach. . -+ 


beh 
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COYOTES KILLING BIG GOATS 

Coyotes are actually wiping out the goats, one 
of the most important agricultural lines in Ore- 
gon, and goat owners are seeking relief, accord- 
ing to a report of County Agent Beck, just re- 
turned from the Nashville-Nortons district. The 
coyotes are becoming so predacious they kill big 
goats and sheep. 


AIRPLANE HUNTS FOR MULES 

Folks who think spending an afternoon in an 
airplane is a nice, expensive luxury, would have 
been “scandalized recently when C. W. Kraul, 
rancher, of Lindsey, Cal., hired an aviator and his 
plane and went out hunting for his mules. 

Hunting lost mules by airplane is declared the 
very newest in stunts. Mr. Kraul, with Orval 
Freeman, local airman, soared high, and as they 
flew Kraulscanned the landscape with a power- 
ful glass, finally being «rewarded by the discov- 
ery of the three lost mules, which had straye 
away three days before. ; 


MINISTER SAVES HIS DOG 


It cost the Rev: I. A. Storey, pastor of the Col- 
ored Methodist chùrch, El Dorado, Kan., $6.66 to 
secure the return of his dog, after it had been 
captured by Joel Robinson, a negro, who is a dog 
catcher. 

The dog was taken into custody several days 
ago by Robinson, when he found it running at 
large. It, with a number of other dogs, was 
shipped to Kansas University to be used by med- 
ical students. The Rev. Mr. Storey wired the of- 
ficials not to kill it, but to ship it back to El 
Dorado. This was done, but it cost the minister 
$3.66 express charges. 

After the dog arrived here the Rev. Mr. Storey 
secured a city license for it. That cost $2. The 
minister then was fined $1 for allowing his dog 
to run at large, bringing the costs to $6.66. 


ICEBERGS ARE MOST DANGEROUS IN 
SPRING 

Contrary to the belief of many people, the sea- 
son when icebergs are most dangerous to ships 
in the North Atlantic is not in the winter but in 
the spring and summer, when the big bergs break 
away from the fields during the. winter and drift 
into the lane of ships. In winter the floating 
fields of ice are so frozen togetherthat they offer 
but little danger to ships. The small drifts that 
fioat into the North Atlantic in winter may easily 
he ploughed through by a big ship without any 
difficulty. Tn clear weather icebergs may be seen 
ata great distance so that ships may change their 
The chief difficulty in 
the spring and summer. lies in the presence of 
fog that usually surrounds a huge berg, so that it 
eannot be seen. The United States Coastguard 
maintains a fleet of cutters whose duty it is not 
enly to warn other ships of the presence of ice- 
bergs but to dynamite and destroy the bergs if 


there is great likelihood of the explosive merely 
destroying the top of the berg, leaving the bulk — 
of it floating beneath the surface and more dan- 
gerous to ships, since it cannot be detected until 
the vessel is upon it. ; 


_ A MUSICAL PIG 

There has been added to the collections in the 
Indian Religious Room of the British Museum a 
recently acquired granite figure of Nandi, the bull 
of Siva, the god of destruction. This animal is 
very frequently represented in Hindu religious 
art, but the specimen now exhibited is the best 
and by far the largest possessed by the museum. 
For the granite sculpture is very beautiful, and 
is so finely carved as to seem full of life. It may 
date from the fourteenth century. It was prob- 
ably brought to England in the eighteenth cen- 
tury, and formed part of the Stowe House col- 
lection. 

The Department of Ethnography has just ae- 
quired a small but interesting ethnological collec- 
tion from what was formerly known as German 
New Guinea, but is now Australian mandated 
territory. Before the war most of the specimens 
from this region naturally went to Germany, but 
they are now finding their way to other countries. 

Perhaps the most curious of the new objects is 
a musical instrument carved in the shape of a 
pig. This comes from New. Ireland, an island 
in the Bismarck Archipelago which was renamed 
New Mechlenburg by the Germans and has now 
received back its original name. This instrument 
is made of a section of a tree trunk about a foot 
in diameter. It has three upstanding keys, which 
are played by rubbing the palms of the hands 
with resin from the breadfruit tree and then pass- 
ing them over the keys, the principle being that of 
the musical glasses. The instrument is engraved 
with inlaid ornament. The pig’s eyes are rep- 
resented by the opercula of shells. This instru- 
ment, of which the museum already possessed one 
specimen, but an entirely undecorated one, is- 
peculiar to New Ireland. : 

Another object of great interest is a head- 
dress made of cassowary plumes. It folds up into: 
a very small compass and opens out to make a 
dignified panache. This specimen comes from ex- 
German New Guinea. Another curious object 
is a nut, about the size of a Brazil nut, from 
which the kernel has been extracted. It is carved 
outside with a human face. The nutsheil is so 
fashioned as to emit a sharp clicking noise, when. 
clipped by the thumb nail. This sound, which re- 
sembles the click of a castanet, is a love-call and 
is used by a lover to summon his beloved. This 
also comes from ex-German New Guinea. 

A Chinese carving on’a white stone, which has 
been added to the collection in this department, 
represents two figures. of Kwan-Yin, the goddess 
of mercy and relief. The inscription reads, “Two 
Kwan-Yins on white jade, one on behalf of de- 
ceased. ancestors seven generations back, and the 
other on behalf of my deceased husband, that-he 
may meet Buddha and hear the law.” This is 


~ 


possible. The work must be done carefully, for~ followed by a date equivalent to A. D. 552, 


STONE-EATING 
ANIMALS 


Stones are com- 
monly, found in 
-the stomach of 
the crab - eating 
seal of the Ant- 
arctic Seas; and 
it is believed that 
they, with a cer- 
tain amount of 
grit, are scooped 
up with the crus- 
tacea from the 
bottom of the sea. 
The emperor pen- 
guin, on the other 
hand, shows an 
instinctive crav- 
ing for stones for 
-gizzard - grinding 
purposes; for 
these stones must 
be assiduous- 
ly sought, since 
these birds never 
rest upon dry 
land, but only 
upon ice. The fate 
of stones swal- 
lowed by birds is 
not easy to'deter- 
mine. 

Another unex- 
pected name in 
this list of stone- 
swallowers is that 
of the Lesser 
Rorqual. This is 
a “baleen” whale, 
feeding upon 
minute crustacea 
and fish. From 
the peculiar meth- 
od of feeding 
which is, so to 
speak, forced 
upon this animal, 
it is unlikely that 
any portion of its 
food is scooped 
up from the sea 
floor; hence the 
pebbles found in 

“its stomach must 
be deliber- 
‘ately . swallowed, 
and it is sup- 
posed, for the 
purposes of di- 
gestion, or, rath- 

er, of trituration. 
They are hardly 
likely to be de- 
rived from the 
fish which are en- 
gulfed, for these 
are mostly her- 
ring. 


Glands Used To 
Restore Hair Growth 


Science of Gland Therapy Relieves 
Baldness — New Treatment Re- 
stores Health and Growth. 


Baldness in both men and women is now 
gensrally ascribed by scientists to defective 
unctioning of endocrine glands. Hair growth 
is dependent upon the secretions of these 
glahds—these secretions making possible the 
assimilation of those elements in the blood 
which are vital to a luxurious growth of hair. 


Now it is possible for any bald person to 
have a full, luxuriant growth of hair through 
the discovery of E. R. Alexander, nationally 
known scientist. Dr. Alexander, through the 
concentration of glands, can 8 upply the de- 
ficiency of gland secretion and produce a 
full growth of hair. 

This discovery may be easily used in the 
privacy of your own home. Within a few 
weeks you will notice new, vigorous hair be- 
ginning to come in and with this growth you 
ean gradually restore. your hair to its former 
bright, healthy color. 

So confident is Dr, Alexander that you can 

be relieved of the embarrassment of baldness 
and regain the normal hair growth by this 
method that he offers to send a regular $4.00 
treatment for only $2.00 to anyone who will 
write for it. Use it according to directions, 
and if at the end of a month you do not find 
your hair returning with all its former vigor, 
the treatment does not cost a cent, 
SEND NO MONEY — just your name and 
address to Alexander Laboratories, 721 Gate- 
way Station, Kansas City, Mo., or 721 Ter- 
minal, Toronto, Canada, and this treatment 
will be mailed at once in plain wrapper. Try 
it according to directions and if at the end 
of a month you are not more sthan satisfied 
with results, your money will be refunded 
at once. A big Kansas City bank guarantees 
that Dr. Alexander is reliable and holds $1,000 
cash aS a guarantee to return your money 
if you wish, 

Don’t suffer the embarrassment of baldness 
—give the treatment a trial on this liberal offer. 


Brand new blua steel, ` Ų 
double safety automatics 
bought before recent tariff raise 
and offered at special prices for a limited 
time. ee , 25-calibre, 7-shot auto- 
matic, 4d-4in. long, our Nos 748110, spo- ¢ 
cial a 
rakete i WO heavygerticeit-eniihte, ,10-shot automa- 
tie, bin. Jong, our No. 748120, special at $9.75. EXTRA 
MAGAZINE FREE with each gun, Both sizes shoot all 
Leo cartridges, 
PAY POSTMAN ON DELIVERY plus postage. 
Money back promptly if Not Satisfied. 


- CONSUMERS CO., Dept. 748 1265 Broadway,N.¥. 


\ 


fact $10 to $25 on the Ranger 
you select from 44 Styles, colorsand 
sizes, Delivered free on approval es- 
press prepaid for 30 Days FreeTrial, 


EZMonthsio Possession and 


use at once on IMAN 

our libersi year to pay plan. 
wheels, e lp ment athalf usual 
PES pri rite for marvelous 
new prices, ‘20 Qay trial offer and terms, 


Cycle Co 
Mea Dept pissChicago today 
THE ELECTRIGITY foe a tendio. itt cogn 


your table or hand, Cures Rheumatism, Liver and 
Bs Kidney Disease. Weak and Lame Back, otc, For 
advertising purposes we will give Oxs Bait Fass to 
Jone peraonineach locality. 
Address E.J. SMEAD. 
VINELAND ,NEW JERSEE, 


Se simple a child can 


by numbers s5 saa 


ER of notes. 


ey Pe 


Your skin can be quickly cleared of Pimples, Black- 


heads, Acne Eruptions on the face or body, Barbers 
Itch, Eczema, Enlarged Pores, Oily or Shiny Skin, 


efit today for my FREE Booklet, “A 
FREE BAR-TONE SKIN,” telling how pie 
myself after being efflicted for 15 ` 

$1000 Cath says I can clear your skin ofthe above blemi shes 
E.S.GIVENS, 126 Chemical Bidz., Kansas City,Mo. 


TOBACCO 


Habit Cured or No Pay 


Guaranteed H 
na trial. Costs $ t cur: 


SUPERBA c M-21 


taught almost any one at home. mall eost, 
a. TODAY 2 eents for partieuilas and 
pro 


GE omar W. SMITH 
_ Room M-%6i, 125 N. Jeff Ave., Peoria, TIL 
FREE YOURSELF 


MORPHINE Bey Aired 


DR.QUAYLE SANITARIUM. Depe. 971 MADISON.OHIO _ 


satne i 
mre, sors sel 


al; eh: my P: 
Sond s sold and) ect aa gone reward 
U.'S. Suppiy Ca., Dept, AG 60 Groanvile, Pa. 


ART PHOTOS, studies beauty of the na- 
ture, postcards and large size, great collec- 
tion. Sample splendid for $1.00 — $3.00 — 
$500. Editions d'Art at Neuilly-Plaisance 
(S&0) France. 


Radio Course Be a Certificated 
FREE 


wens Electrical Expert 


given FRED when 
ou enroll for the 


lectrical Course. SaN You, Too, Can Learn 


To Boss This Job 


“ELECTRICAL EXPERTS” Farn $12 to $30 a Day 


Trained “Electrical Experts’’ are in great demand at the highest salaries, and the opportunities for advancement and a big success in 
this line are the greatest ever known, A 
“Electrical Experts’ earn $70 to $200 a week. Fit yourself for one of thess big paying positions 
. 3 
Be an “Electrical Expert” 


Today even the ordinary electriclan—the ‘‘screw driver” kind is making money—big money. But it’s the trained man—the man who 
knows the whys and wherefores of Electricity—the ‘‘Electrical Expert’—who is picked out to ‘‘bocs’’ ordinary electricians—to boss 


big jobs—the jobs that pay. 
$3,500 to $10,000 a Year 


Get in line for one of these “Big Jobs’’ by enrolling now for my easily-learned, quickly-grasped, right-up-to-the-minute, Spare-Time 
Home Study Course in Practical Electricity. 


Age or Lack of Experience No Draw-back 


You don’t have to be a Collego Man; you don’t have to be a High School graduate. My Course in Electricity is the most simple, 
thorough, and successful in existence, and offers every man, regardless of age, education, or previous experience, the chance to become, 


in a very short time, an “Electrical Expert,” able to make from $70 to $200 a week, 


= I Give You a Real Training 


‘As Chief Engineer of the Chicago Engineering Works I know exactly the kind of training a man needs to get the best positions at the 
highest salaries, Hundreds of my students are now earning $3,500 to $10,000. Many are now successful ELECTRICAL CONTRACTORS, 


È . . 
Satisfaction Guaranteed : 

Bo sure am I that you can learn Electricity—so sure am I that after studying with me, you, too, can get into the “big money’ class im 

electrical work, that I will guarantee under bond to return every single penny paid me in tuition, if, when you have finished my course, 

you are not satisfied it was the best investment you ever made. 


FREE—Electrical Working Outfit—FREE 


I give each student a Splendid Outfit of Electrical Tools, Materials and Measuring Instruments absolutely FREE. I also furnish them 


witb all supplies, examination paper, and many other things that other schools don’t furnish. You do PRACTICAL work—AT HOMI. | 
You start right in after the first few lessons to WORK AT YOUR PRO- 


t 


G emt et be md mt e t eed mt ee et et te a m e Set mt FESSION in a practical way. 
L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer, Chicago Engineering Works, 
Dept. 209, 2150 Lawrence Aven Chicagoy tile SAVE $45.50 BY ENROLLING NOW 


re t full eula You can save $45.50 in tuition by enrolling now. Let me send you full 
Daar i oss Reg A ai th parian nee, Se sone ares’ | particulars of my great Special Offer, and my Free booklet on "How to 
An Electrical Expert.’ No obligation on my part. ecome An Electrical Expert. 

L. L. Cooke, CHIEF ENGINEER 


coerce CHICAGO ENGINEERING WORKS 


Man 


“Life Aint in Holdin’ a Good Hand. 
but in Playin’a Poor Hand Well 


LIFE AINT IN 


HOLDIN’ A Good 


HERE I$ NO FINER THING IN THE WORLD than 
courage. It is the warm and beautiful 
flame which lights the fires of ambition in 


through every difficulty. 


It is easy to be courageous when the odds are in 
your favor. But the greater hero is the man who 
smiles a brave smile when days are darkest and 
keeps on fighting toward the ultimate goal—“to the 
last a warrior unafraid.” 


As Grantland Rice so beautifully expresses it:— 


“God grant that in the strife and stress 

Which all must face who linger here— 
Upon the Field of Hopelessness 

Or with the laurel swinging near, 
Upon the world’s red firing line 

The battle of the strong and weak— 
The fate of all the Fates be mine— 

I will not show the Yellow Streak. 


If Fortune play me false or fair— 
If, from the shadowlands I creep 
Up to the heights and linger there, 
Or toppie downward to the deep— 
On up the rugged path of fame, 
Where one man falls—another mounts; 
God grant that I play out the game, 
For there is nothing else that counts.” 


. As the old cowboy saying goes—‘“Life ain’t in 
holdin’ a good hand, but in playin’ a poor hand well.” 

What if you did have to leave school when you 
were but a boy! What if you have been working 
for years at a small salary with little-or no chance 
for advancement! Do you think that makes any 
difference to a real fighter? 

What you have done with your time up to now 
accounts for what you are Today. 
— What you do with your time from now on will 
decide what you will be Tomorrow. 

Your hands can’t earn the money, you need. But 
your head can—and will/—if you give it the chance. 


No matter what your age—your education—or 


eg means, you can get out of the rut and make good” 


a big way if you grit your teeth and say “I will.” 


By R.C. Templeton 


O you want to advance in Business? Im Adver- 
tising? In Salesmanship? Many of the coun- 


. try’s foremost Sales and Advertising Managers, 


Chief Clerks, Accountants, Office Managers, Book- 
keepers, and Private Secretaries have won success 
with the help of the International Correspondence 
Schools. More students have been enrolled in the 
I. C. S. Business Courses than in any other business 
courses in the country. 


Would you like to be a first-class Draftsman, 
Mechanical, Electrical, Civil or Steam Engineer? A 
Chemist? An Architect? A Building Contractor? 
An Automobile Expert? Thousands of men have 
climbed into big jobs -in the technical professions 
through I, C. S. help. 


The I. C. S. is the biggest and oldest correspon- 
dence school in the world. For thirty-one years, it 
has been helping men out of routine drudgery into 
work they like—helping them to win advancement, 
to have happy, prosperous homes, to know the joy 
of getting ahead in business and in life, 


How much longer are you going to wait before 
taking the step. that is bound to bring you more 
money? Isn’t it better to start now than to wait five 
years and then realize what the delay has cost you? 


One hour after supper each night spent with the 
I. C. S. in the quiet of your own home will prepare 
you for the position you want. 


Here is all we ask: Without cost, without obligat- 
ing yourself in any way, mark and mail this coupon. 
It takes only a moment of your time, but it is the 
most important thing you can do today. Right now 
is the time to say “I will.” 

—_———— m e TEAR OUT HERE — — — — — — - 
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 4489-B, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation, please tell me how I can qualify foy 
the position or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 

BUSINESS TRAINING DEPARTMENT 

Business Management Salesmanshlp 

Industrial Management Advertising 

Personnel Organization Botter Letters 

Traffic Management Foreign Trade 

Business Law Stenography and Typing 

Banking and Banking Law Business English 

Accountancy (including C.P,A.) Civil Service 

Nichelson Cost Accounting Railway Mall Clerk 

Bookkeeping Common School Subjects 

Private Bordar High-School Subjects 

Business Spanisi D French Illustrating [D Cartooning 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL DEPARTMENT 
Electrical Engineering Architect 


Electric Lighting 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 

Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 
Metallurgy 
Steam Engineering 


O Mining 


Blue Print Reading 
(Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concréte Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Plumbing and Heating 
Chemistry © Pharmacy 
Automobile Work 
Navigation 

Agriculture and Poultry 


Radio OD Airplane Engines athematics 
NM r ANEI EE EE O AOS OI EEN SE n E cass Olea n 
Street 1710-23 
AAGreSS.,ccvecconscosnsy (ovyEs tnos TEPSIN soourdysovossosansaveperccoospecsape besser sočen ossen: coss oan 
City., senseo wopeaseccenaeonssesusvoassenaveserseeenses a E A E E aS ireasen 
Occupation... Es N inap iiin 


Persons residing in ‘Canada. should sond. this songon. to the Interne- 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada, 
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—— LATEST ISSUES — 


1042 Young Wild West Saving the Stagecoach; or, How 
Arietta Trapped the Road Agents. 
1043 “ and “Mesquite Monte’; or, The Worst Greaser 
in Arizona. 


1044 “ Defending the Camp; or, Arietta and the 
Masked Raiders. 

1045 “ su tap Cherokee Chief; or, The Redskins’ Last 

t. 

1047 “ as T Scout; or, Saving the Emigrant ‘lrain. 

1048 “ Running the Ranch; or, Arietta’s Game Fight. 

1049 “ and *‘Chapparal Chick”; or, The Bandits of 
the Foothills. 

1050 “ and the Mad Mexican; or, Arietta’s Warning 
Shot. 

1051 “ ‘and the Cowboy Millionaire; or, Henimced in 
by Enemies. 

1052 “ in the “Land of Dead Things”; or, Arietta and 
the Vultures, 

1053 “ Lightning Leap; or, a Desperate Duel on 
Horseback. 

1054 “ in the Golden Valley: or, Arietta’s Indian Sign. 

1055 “ Marked Mustang; or, Trapping the Horse 
Thieves. 

1056 “ pnd ease Pete’; or, Arietta and the Dyna- 
mite. 

1057 “ Almost Beaten; or, The Secret of the Blasted 
Pine. 

1058 “ Buffalo Hunt; or, Arietta’s Awful Ride. 

1059 “ at Bolivar Butte; or, The Camp That Was Run 
by “Bad” Men. 

1060 “ and the Trapped Troopers; or, Arietta and the 
Apache Ambush. 

1061 “ and the Cowgirl Queen; or, The Clean-up at 
Raneh Forty. ` 

1062 “ and the Indian Agent; or, Arietta’s Daring 
Expose. 

1063 “ and the Rich Ranchero; or, The Shot That 
Made a Friend. F 

1064 ~“ and the Death Stream; or, Arietta’s Awful 
Alternative. 

1065 ‘ and “Spotted Sam”; or Trailing a Halfbreed. 

1066 “ Scrimmage in Mexico; or, Arietta and the Va- 
quero Dandy. 

1067 “ Balking the “Bad” Men; or, Sayed by the Clever 
Chinee. 

1068 “ Leading the Cowboys; or, Arietta’s Fight With 
the Rustlers, p 

1069 “ Outwitting the Outlaws; or, Dandy Dick's De- 
fiance. 

1070 “ Pursuing the Pawnees; or, Arietta and the Red- 
skin Princess. 

i071 “ and “Cunning Chip”; or, The Gold Gang of 
the Gulch. 

1072 “ and the sorcer Crooks; or, Arietta and the 
Smuggler Queen. 

1073 “ Fighting the Fire Fiends; or, Saving a Herd 
of Cattle. 

1074 +“ Death Draw; or, Arietta Duping the Desperadoes. 

1075 “ nnd the Silent Scout; or, The Sign That Saved 
the Settlement. 

1076 “ Staking a Tenderfoot; or, Arietta and the Griz- 
zly Bear. 

J017 “ Roping the “Ghost Dancers”; or, Spoiling an 
Indian Outbreak. 

1078 “ Capturing a Claim; or, Arietta and the Gold 
Pocket. 

1079 “ and the Deadwood Deadshot; or, The Man Who 


Was Hard to Beat. 

For sale by all newsdealers, er will be sent to any 
addreas on receipt of price, 7o per copy, in money or 
postage stamps, by 

HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc., 
166 West 23d Street, New York City 


i HOW TO 
SCENARIOS HOW TO ey 


Price 85 Cents Per Copy 


This book contains all the most recent changes in the 
method of construction and submission of scenarios. 
Sixty Lessons, covering every phase of scenario writ- 
ing. For sale by all Newsdealers and Bookstores. 


If you cannot procure a copy, send us the price, 
85 cents, in money or postage stamps, and we will 


mail you one, postage free. Address 
L. SENARENS, 219 Seventh Ave, New York, N.Y. 


OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS 


Useful, Instructive and Amusing. They Contain 
Valuable Information on Almost Every Subject 


` 

No. 42, THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP 
SPEAKER. — Containing a varicd assortment of stump 
speeches, Negro, Dutch and Irish. Also end men’s jokes. 
Just the thing for home amusement and amateur shows 

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL 
GUIDE AND JOKE BOOK.—Something new and very 
instructive. Every boy should obtain this book, as it 
contains full instrnctions for organizing an amateur 
minstrel troupe, 

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY. 
— A' description of the wonderful uses of electricity and 
electro magnetism; together with full instructions for 
making Electric Toys, Batteries, ete. By George Trebel, 
A.M., M.D. Containing over fifty illustrations. 

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A 
handy book for boys, containing full directions for con- 
structing canoes and.the most popular manner of sail- 
ing them. Fully illustrated. 

No. 48. HOW TO DEBATE. — Giving rules for con- 
ducting debates, outlines for debates, questions for dis- 
cussion and the best sources for procuring information 
on the questions given. 

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.— 
A valuable book giving, instructions in collecting, pre- 


aring, mounting and preserving birds, animals and 
nsects, 
No. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS. — Con- 


taining explanations of the general principles of sleight- 
of-hand applicable to card tricks; of card tricks with 
ordinary cards, and not requiring sleight-of-hand; of. 
tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of specially 
prepared cards. Illustrated. 

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.— A complete and 
handy little book, giving the rules and full directions 
for playing Euchre, Cribbage, Cassino, Forty-Five, 
Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, Auction Pitch, All 
Fours, and many other popular games of cards. 

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS. — 
Giving complete information as to the manner and 
method of raising, keeping, taming. breeding and man- 
aging all kinds of potu also giving full instructions for 


making cages, etc. ull explained by twenty-eight 
illustrations. 
No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER. — Con- 


taining full instructions how to become a locomotive 
engineer; also directions for building a model locomo- 
tive; together with a full description of everything an 
engineer should know. 

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE. — By Old King 
Brady, the well-known detective. In which he lays down 
some valuable rules for beginners, and also relates some 
adventures of well-known detectives. 

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER. — 
Containing useful information regarding the Camera and 
how to work it; also how to make Photographie Magic 
Lantern Slides and other Transparencies. Handsomely 
illustrated. n 

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES 
— Containing full directions for making electrical ma- 
chines, induction coils, dynamos and many novel toys 


to be worked by electricity. By B. A. R. Bennett. Fully 
illustrated. 
No. 65. MULDOON’S JOKES.—The most original 


joke book ever published, and it is brimful of wit and 
humor. It contains a large collection of songs, jokes, 
conundrums, etc., of Terrence Muldoon, -the great wit, 
humorist and practical joker of the day. 

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES. — Containing over 
three hundred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with 
key to same. A complete book. Fully illustrated. 

No, 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Con- 
taining a large collection, of instructive and highly 
amusing electrical tricks, together with illustrations. 
By. A. Anderson. 

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS. — Con- 
taining over one hundred highly amusing and instruc- 
tive tricks with chemicals. By A. Anderson. Hand- 
somely illustrated, 

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT-OF-HAND. — Con- 
taining over fifty of the latest and best tricks used b 
magicians. Also containing the secret of second eight 
Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

For sale by all newsdealers or will be sent to 
address on receipt of price, 10 cents per copy, in money 
or postage stomps, by 


HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc. 
166 West 23d Street New York 


